— . e e . — — — To 4a TS O4A” 
TU UCC TT, CCTWTTWTSVUOIWNEW ETA 4 — * 


OF © 


M1:wcon du thRE 


2 


2 


7 


mh 


} 


* 
C 


PETTY 


1 


Fi 


Wat 


N 2 A Hartalss 26 
| Printed 51 S Tia Bell British Library Strand — 


— 


- —— 


THE. 


. 


POETICAL WORKS 


DAVID MALLET. 


WITH THE LIFE OF THE AUTHOR, 


Rapt, I foreſee thy MALLET's early aim 

Shine in full worth, and ſhout at length to fame. SAVAGE. 
Imagination ! at whoſe great command 

Ariſe unnumber'd images of things, 

Thy hourly offspring; thou who canſt at will 

People with air-born ſhapes the filent wood 

And ſolitary vale, thy own domain, 

Where Contemplation haunts; oh! comę, invok'd, 

To waft me on thy many+tinctur'd wing 

O'er carth's extended ſpace--oooo oc THE EXCURSION, 
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Advertiſement. .. 


Few particulars relative to Mr. Mallet are known. 
He was by birth a North -Briton, tutor to his Grace 
the Duke of Montroſe, and his brother, Lord George 
Graham; and afterwards Secretary to Frederick late 
Prince of Wales, father to his preſeat Majeſty. He 
alſo enjoyed the place of Keeper of the Book of En- 
tries for ſhips in the port of London. Mr. Mallet 
married a lady of very conſiderable fortune, and lived 
and was reſpected as a gentleman. He died about 
the 1765. 

This Author's dramatic pieces were Eurydice and 
Muſtapha,tragedies,andAlfred and Britannia,maſks; 
Alfred being wrote by Mr. Mallet in conjunction 
with the late amiable Mr. Thomſon, author of The 
Seaſons. His other poems are faithfully collected in 
this Volume” Of his Elvira it has been obſerved, that 
the indifferent ſucceſs it met with ought to be aſcri- 
bed to the unfavourable juncture in which it appear- 
ed, the 1763, when party-prejudice ran high againſt 
the Scots, on account of the unpopular adminiſtration 
of Lord Bute, to whom Elvira was dedicated. 

The poem of Amyntor and Theodora was origi- 
nally intended by the Author for the ſtage ; but he 
afterwards ſound reaſon to alter it to the form in 
which it now appears, from motives partly hinted 
in the preface to the poem, 
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v1 ADVERTISEMENT. 


Mr. Mallet was editor of a complete edition of 
Lord Bacon's Works, to which he prefixed a life of 
that great man, though he himſelf is yet without 
a biographer. He alſo publiſhed the Philoſophical 
Works of the late Lord Bolingbroke, agrecable to 
his Lordſhip's laſt will and teſtament—a ſufficient 
evidence of his Lordſhip's AAP for and ſenti- 
ments oſ Mr. Mallet. 


March 1780. 


TO THE RIGHT HON, 
-WILLIAM LORD MANSFIELD, 


LORD CHIEF JUSTICE OF ENGLAND. 
January I. 1759. 


N o man, in ancient Rome, my Lord, would have 
been ſurpriſed, I believe, to ſee a poet inſcribe his 
works either to Cicero or the younger Pliny, not to 
mention any more among her moſt celebrated names, 
'They were both, it is true, public magiſtrates of the 
firſt diſtinction, and had applied themſelves ſeverely 
to the ſtudy of the laws, in which both eminently 
excelled : they were, at the ſame time, illuſtrious ora- 
tors, and employed their eloquence in the ſervice of 
their clients and their country; but as they had both 
embelliſhed their other talents by early cultivating 
the finer arts, and which has ſpread, we ſee, a pecu- 
liar light and grace over all their productions, no ſpe- 
cics of polite literature could be foreign to their taſte 
or patronage ; and, in effect, we find they were the 
friends and protectors of the beſt poets their reſpec- 
tive ages produced, 

It is from a parity of character, my Lord, and which 
will occur obviouſly to every eye, that I am induced 
to place your name at the head of this Collection, ſuch 
as it 1s, of the different things 1 have written, 


Nec Phœbo gratior ulla 
Quam fibi quæ Vari præſcript pagina nomen. 


And were [ as ſure, my Lord, that it is deſerving of 
your regard, as I am that theſe verſcs were not ap- 


either as an honeſt man, a good ſubject, or a true lo- 


viii DEDICATION TO L. MANSFIELD, : I T 


plied with more propriety at firſt than they are now, howe 
the public would univerſally juſtify my ambition in and 
preſenting it to you: but of that the public only muſt noble 
and will judge, in the laſt appeal. There is but one life, a 
thing, to beſpeak their favour and your friendſhip, the e 
that I dare be poſitive in, without which you are the and f 
laſt perſon in Britain to whom I ſhould have thought Great 


of addreſſing it; and this any man may afhrm of him- 
ſelf without vanity, becauſe it is, equally in every 
man's power; Of all that I have written on any oc-. 
caſion, there is not a line which I am afraid to own, 


ver of my country. 
I have thus, my Lord, dedicated ſome few mo- 


ments, the firſt day of this new year, to ſend you, ac- 
cording to good old cuſtom, a preſent ; an humble 
one I confeſs it is, and that can have little other va- 
Ine but what ariſes from the diſpoſition of the ſender, 
On that account, perhaps, it may not be altogether 
unacceptable; for it is indeed an offering rather of 
the heart than the head; an effuſton of thoſe ſenti- 
ments which great merit, employed to the beſt pur- 
poſes, naturally creates. 

May you enjoy, my Lord, thro' the whole courſe 
of this and many more years, that ſound heaith of 
mind and body which your important labours for 
the public ſo much want, and ſo juſtly merit; and 
may you ſoon have the ſatisfaction to ſee, what I 


know you ſo ardently wiſh, this deſtructive war, 


DEDICATION TO THE D. OF MARLBOROUGH, ir 


however neceſſary on our part, concluded by a ſafe 
and laſting peace. Then, and not till then, all the 
noble arts, no leſs uſeful than ornamental to human 
life, and that now languiſh, may again flouriſh under 
the eye and encouragement of thoſe few who think, 
and feel as you do, for the advantage and honour of 
Great Britain. I am, with the ſincereſt attachment, 
MY LORD, 


Your moſt faithful humble ſervant. 


10 THE 


DUKE OF MARLBOROUGH ®. 


'Y oor Grace has given leave that theſe few poems 
ſhould appear in the world under the patronage of 
your name; but this leave would have been refuſed, 
i know, had you expected to find your own praiſes, 
however juſt, in any part of the preſent addreſs. I do 
not ſay it, my Lord, in the ſtyle of compliment: ge- 
nuine modeſty, the companion and the grace of true 
merit, may be ſurely diſtinguiſhed from the affecta- 
tion of it; as ſurely as the native glowing of a fine 
complexion from that artificial colouring which is 
" uſed, in vain, to ſupply what Nature had denied, or 
has reſumed. 

Yet permit me juſt to hint, my Lord, while I re- __ 
ſtrain my pen from all enlargement, that if the faireſt 
public character muſt be raiſed upon private virtue, 


* This dedication was prefixed by the Author to a ſmall 
Collection of his poems publiſhed in 1762, 


x DEDICATION ro THE p. OF MARLBOROUGH. 


as ſurely it muſt, your Grace has laid already the ſe» 
cureſt foundation of the former in the latter: the eyes 
of mankind are therefore turned upon you, and from 
what you are known to have done in one way, they 
reaſonably look for whatever can be expected from 
a great and good man in the other. 

The Authorof theſe lighter amuſements hopes 100 
to preſent your Grace with ſomething more ſolid, 
more deſerving your attention, in the life of the firſt 
Duke of Marlborough *. 

You will then ſee that ſuperior talents for war 
have been, though they rarely are, accompanied with 
equal abilities for negotiation, and that the ſame ex- 
tenſiye capacity which could guide all the tumultu- 
ous ſcenes of the camp, knew how to direc, with 
gqual ſkill,, the calmer but more perplexing opera- 
tions of the cabinet. | 

In the mean-while, that you may live to adorn the 
celebrated and difficult title you wear; that you may 
be, like him, the defender of your country in days of 
public danger; and in times of peace, what is per- 
haps leſs frequently found, the friend and patron of 
thoſe uſeful and ornamental arts by which human 
nature is cxalted, and human ſociety rendered mote 
happy; this, my Lord, is reſpectfully the wiſh of, 

YOUR GRACE'S 
Moſt obedient humble ſervant, 


A work which has not yet appeared. 
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MISCELLANIES. 


DC _—_—_xAA_A_______—___—_——=Q 
OF VERBAL CRITICISM, 


TO MR, POPE, 


Avvertiſement 
To the firſt and ſecond editions. 


AS the deſign of the following Poem is to rally the abuſe of Verbal Crt. 
tleiſm, the Author could not, without manifeſt partiality, overlook 
the Editor of Milton, and the Reſtorer of Shakeſpeare. With regard to 
the latter, he has read over the many and ample ſpecimens with which 
that Scholiaft has already obliged the public, and of theſe, and theſe 
only, he pretends to give his opinion. But whatever he may think of 
the critic, not bearing the leaft IlLwill to the man, he deferred print- 
ing theſe verſes, though written ſeveral months ago, till he heard that 
the ſubſcription for a new edition of Shakeſpeare was cloſed. 

He begs leave to add likewiſe, that this Poem was undertaken and write 
ten entirely without the knowledge of the gentleman to whom it is 
addrefſed. Only as it is a pudlle teftimony of his iaviolable efteem for 
Mr. Pope, on that account, particularly, he wiſhes it may not be 
judged to increaſe the number of mean performances with which the 
Town'is almot daily peſtered. 


Auoxc the num'rous ſools, by Fate deſign'd 

Oft' to diſtutb, and oft” divert, mankind, 

The Reading Coxcomb is of ſpecial note, 

By rule a poet, and a judge by rote; 

Grave ſon of idle Induſtry and Pride, s 

Whom learning but perverts, and books miſguide. 
O fam'd for judging as for writing well, 

That rareſt ſcience, where ſo few excel! 

Whoſe life, ſeverely ſcann'd, tranſcends thy lays, 

For wit ſupreme is but thy ſecond praiſe ; 10 
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"Tis thine, O Pope! who chuſe the better part, 
'To tell how falſe, how vain, the Scholiaſt's art, 
Which nor to taſte nor genius has pretence, 
And if 't is learning is not common ſenſe, 
In error obſtinate, in wrangling loud, 15 
For trifles eager, poſitive, and proud; 
Deep in the darkneſs of dull authors bred, 
With all their refuſe lumber' d in his head, 
What ev'ry dunce from ev'ry dunghill drew 
Of literary offals, old or new, | 20 
Forth ſteps at laſt the ſelſ-applauding wight, 
Of points and letters, chaff and ſtraws, to write; 
Sagely reſolv'd to ſwell each bulky piece 
With venerable toys from Rome and Greece; 
How oft', in Homer, Paris curl'd his hair, 25 
If Ariſtotle's cap were round or ſquare; 
If in the cave where Dido firſt was ſped 
To Tyre ſhe turn'd her heels, to 'Troy het head. 
Such the choice anecdotes, profound and vain, 
That ſtore a Bentley's and a Burman's brain: 3@ 
Hence Plato quoted, or the Stagyrite, 
To prove that flame aſcends, and ſnow is white; 
Hence much hard ſtudy without ſenſe or breeding, 
And all the grave impertinence of reading. 
If Shakeſpeare ſays the noon-day ſun is bright, 35 
His Scholiaſt will remark it then was light ; 
Turn Caxton, Winkin, each old Goth and Hun, 
To rectify the reading of a pun, 
2 


5 


ON VERBAL CRITICISM, 14 


Thus nicely trifling, accurately dull, 

How one may toil, and toi to be a fool! 40 
But is there then no honour due to age? 

No rev'rence to great Shakeſpeare's noble page ? 
And he who half a life has read him o'er, 

His mangled points and commas to reſtore, 

Meets he ſuch flight regard in nameleſs lays, 47 
Whom Bufo treats, and Lady Woodbe pays? 

Pride of his own, and wonder of this age, 

Who firſt created and yet rules the ſtage, 

Bold to deſign, all-pow'rtul to expreſs, 

Shakeſpeare each paſſion drew in ev'ry dreſs: 30 
Great above rule, and imitating none, 

Rich without borrowing, Nature was his own ; 

Yet is his ſenſe debas'd by groſs allay, 

As gold in mines lies mix'd with dirt and clay. 
Now, eagle-wing'd, his heav'nward flight he takes, 
The big ſtage thunders, and the ſoul awakes; 56 
Now, low on earth, a kindred reptile creeps, 

Sad Hamlet quibbles, and the hearer fleeps. 

Such was the Poet; next the Scholiaſt view; 

Faint tho' the colouring, yet the features true. 60 
Condemn'd to dig and dung a barren ſoil, 

Where hardly tares will grow with care and toi], 

le with low induſtry gocs gleaning on 


rom good, from bad, from mean, neglecting none; 
is brother book-worm, fo, in ſhelf or ſtall, + 67 
ill feed alike on Wool'ſton and on Paul. 
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By living clients hopeleſs now of bread, 

He petryfogs a ſcrap from authors dead: 

See him on Shakeſpeare pore, intent to ſteal 

Poor farce, by fragments, for a third-day meal. 70 
Such that grave bird in northern ſeas is found 
Whoſe name a Dutchman only knows to ſound. 
Where'er the king of fiſh moves on before, 

This humble friend attends from ſhore to ſhore : 
With eye till earneſt, and with bill inclin'd, 75 
He picks up what his patron drops behind, 

With thoſe choice cates his palate to regale, 

And is the careful Tibbald of a whale *.. 

Bleſs d Genius! who beſtows his oil and pains - 
On each dull paſſage each dull book contains; 80 
The toil more grateful as the taſk more low : 

So carrion is the quarry of a crow. 

Where his fam'd author's page is flat and poor, 
There moſt exact the reading to reſtore; 

By dint of plodding and by ſweat of face 8 
A bull to change, a blunder to replace; 


* This remarkable bird is called the Strundt-Jager. Here 
you ſee how he purchaſes his food ; and the ſame author, frora 
whom this account is taken, tells us farther how he comes by 
his drink. You may ſee him, adds the Dutchman, frequently 
purſuing a ſort of ſeamew, called Kulge-Gehef, whom he tor- 
ments inceſſantly to make him void an excrement, which, be- 
ing liquid, ſerves him, 1 imagine, for drink. Sce A Collection 
of Foyages to the Norih. 
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ON VERBAL CRITICISM. 


Whate'er is refuſe critically gleaning, . 
And mendiny nonſenſe into doubtful meaning. 
For this dread Dennis (and who can forbear , 
Dunce or not dunce, relating it, to ſtare * ?) 90 
His head.tho' jealous, and his years fourſcore, 

Ev'n Dennis praiſes, who ne'er prais'd before +! 

For this the Scholiaſt claims his ſhare of fame, Li 
And, modeſt, prints hisown with Shakeſpeare's name: i | 14 
How juſtly, Pope! in this ſhort ſtory view, 95 . 1 
Which may be dull, and therefore ſhould be true. 1 


A Prelate, fam'd for clearing each dark text, | H 1 
Who ſenſe with ſound and truth with rhet*ric mixt, 8 
Once, as his moving theme to rapture warm'd, 7 
Inſpir'd himſelf, his happy hearers charm'd. 100 1 


The ſermon o'er, the crowd remain'd behind, 

And freely man or woman ſpoke their mind: 

All faid they lik'd the lecture from their ſoul, 

Andeach,rememb'ring ſomething, prais'dthe whole. 

At laſt an honeſt ſexton join'd the throng, 105 

(For as the theme was large their talk was long) 

* Neighbours,” hecry'd,** my conſcience bids me tell, 

*© 'Tho' it was the Doctor preach'd---l toll'd the bell.“ 
In this the critic's folly moſt is ſhown : 

Is there a genius all unlike his own, 110 
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Myrmidonum, Dolopumve, 7c. Pirg. 
+ See The Dedication of his Remarks on the Dunciad to 
Mr. Lewis Theobald. 
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With learning elegant, with wit well-bred, - 

And, as in books, in men and manners read ? 
Himſelf, with poring erudition blind, 

Unknowing, as unknown, of human-kind, 

That writer he ſelects, with awkward aim, 115 
His ſenſe at once to-mimic and to maim, 

So Florio is a fop with half a noſe; 

So fat Weſt-Indian planters dreſs as beaus; 

Thus gay Petronius was a Dutchman's choice, 119 
And Horace, ſtrange to ſay ! tun'd Bentley's voice. 
Horace, whom all the Graces taught to pleaſe, 

Mix'd mirth with morals, cloquence with eaſe; 

His genius ſocial as his judgment clear, 

When frolic prudent, ſmiling when ſevere; 

Secure each temper and cach taſte to hit, 125 

His was the curious happineſs of wit : 

Skill'd in that nobleſt ſcience how to live, 

Which learning may direct, but Heav'n muſl give; 

Grave with Agrippa, with Mecænas gay; 

Among the fair but juſt as wiſe as they; 130 

Firſt in the ſriendſhips of the great enroll'd, 

The St. Johns, Boyles, and Lyttletons, of old. 
While Bentley, long to wrangling ſchools confin'd, 

And but by books acquainted with mankind, 

Dares in the fulneſs of the pedant's pride 135 

Rhyme, tho' no genius, tho' no judge decide; 

Vet he, prime pattern of the captious art, 

Out-tibbalding poor Tibbald, tops his part; 
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Holds high the ſcourge o'er each fam d author's head, 
Nor are their graves a refuge for the dead: 140 
To Milton lending ſenſe, to Horace wit, 
He makes them write what never poet writ; 
The Roman Muſe arraigns his mangling pen, 
And Paradiſe by him is loſt agen . 
Such was his doom impos'd by Heav'n's decree, 145 
With ears that hear not, eyes that ſhall not ſee, 
The low to ſwell, to level the ſublime, 
To blaſt all beauty, and beproſe all rhyme. 
Great eldeſt-born of Dulneſs! blind and bold, 
Tyrant! more cruel than Procruſtes old, 150 
Who to his iron- bed by torture fits 
Their nobler part, the ſouls of ſuff ring wits. 

Such is the man who heaps his head with bays, 
And calls on human-kind to ſound his praiſe 
For points tranſplac'd with curious want of ſkill, 15 5 
For flatten'd ſounds, and ſenſe amended ill. 
So wiſe Caligula, in days of yore, 
His helmet fill'd with pebbles on the ſhore, 


This ſagacious Scholiaſt is pleaſed to create an imaginary 
editor of Milton, who, he ſays, by his blunders, interpolations, 
and vile alterations, loft Paradiſe a ſecond time. This is a poſ- 
tulatum which ſurely none of his readers can have the heart 
to deny him, becauſe otherwiſe he would have wanted a fair 
opportunity of calling Milton himſelf, in the perſon of this 
phantom, fool, ignorant, idiot, and the like critical compella- 
tions, which he plentifully beſtows on him. But tho? he had 
no taſte in poetry, he was otherwiſe a man of very conſiderable 
abilities, and of great erudition. 5 
B i 
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Swore he had rifled ocean's richeſt ſpoils, 
And claim'd a trophy for his martial toils. 
Yet be his merits with his faults confeſt ; 
Fair- dealing, as the plaineſt, is the beſt. 
Long lay the critic's work with trifles ſtor'd, 
Admir'd in Latin, but in Greek ador'd. 
Men ſo well read, who confidently wrote, 165 
Their readers could have ſworn were men of note. 
To paſs upon the crowd for great or rare, 
Aim not to make them knowing, make them ſtare. 
For theſe blind votaries good Bentley griev'd, 
Writ Engliſh notes—and mankind undeceiv'd; 170 
In ſuch clear light the ſerious folly plac'd, 
Ev'n thou, Browne Willis! thou may'ſt ſee the jeſt. 
But what can cure our vanity of mind, 
Deaf to reproof, and to diſcov'ry blind! 
Let Crooke a brother-ſcholiaſt Shakeſpeare call, T 75 
Tibbald to Heſiod-Cooke returns the ball. 
So runs the circle {till : in this we ſee 
The lackies of the great and learn'd agree. 
If Britain's nobles mix in high debate, 
Whence Europe, in ſuſpenſe, attends her fate, 180 
In mimic ſeſſion their grave footmen meet, 
Reduce an army, or equip a fleet, 
And, rivalling the critic's loſty ſtyle, 
Mere Tom and Dick are Stanhope and Argyle. 
Yer thoſe whom pride and dulneſs join to blind, 
To narrow cares in narrow ſpace confin'd, 186 


160 


* See : 
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Tho with big titles each his fellow greets, 

Are but to wits as ſcavengers to ſtreets; 

The humble blackguards of a Pope or Gay, 

To bruſh off duſt, and wipe their ſpots away. 190 
Or, if not trivial, harmful is their art; 

Fume to the head, or poiſon to the heart. 

Where ancient authors hint at things obſcene, 

The Scholiaſt ſpeaks out broadly what they mean. 

Diſcloſing each dark vice, well loſt to fame, 195 

And adding fuel to redundant flame, 

He, ſober pimp to Lechery, explains 

What Caprez's ifle or V * 's alcove contains; 

Why Paulus, for his ſordid temper known, 

Was laviſh to his father's wife alone; 200 

Why thoſe fond female viſits duly paid 

To tuneful Incuba, and what her trade; 

How modern love has made ſo many martyrs, 

And which keeps oft'neſt, Lady C“ or Chartres. 
But who their various follies can explain? 20g 

The tale is infinite, the taſk were vain. 

Twere to read new-year odes in ſearch of thought, 

To ſum the libels Pryn or Withers wrote ; 

To gueſs, cre one epiſtle * ſaw the light, 

How many dunces met and clubb'd their mite; 210 


* See a poem publiſhed ſome time ago under that title, ſaid 
to be the production of ſeveral ingenious and prolific heads, 
one contributing a ſimile, another a character, and a certain 
gentleman four ſhrewd lines wholly made up of aſteriſks, 
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* 


To vouch for truth what Welſted prints of Pope, 
Or from the brother boobies ſteal a trope. 
That be the part of perſevering Waſle *, 
With pen of lead; or, Arnal ! thine'of braſs; 
A text for Henley, or a gloſs for Hearne, 215 
Who loves to teach what no man cares to learn, 
How little knowledge reaps from toils like theſe! Tur 


Too doubtful to direct, too poor to pleaſe; Had | 
Yet, Critics! would your tribe deſerve a name, Not t 
And, fairly uſeful, riſe to honeſt fame, 220 Jo lip 
Firſt from the head a load of lumber move, Nor ſ 
And from the volume all yourſelves approve : In ard 
For patch'd and pilfer'd fragments give us ſenſe, +» But ra 
Or learning clear from learn'd impertinence, To ſui 


Where moral meaning or where taſte preſides, 225 To ſui 
And wit enlivens but what reaſon guides; This {+ 


Great without ſwelling, without meanneſs plain, Juſt 
Serious not filly, ſportive but not vain; Some f. 
On trifles light, on things of uſe profound, And de 
In quoting ſober, and in judging ſound. 230 rh' abc 
loft in 


* Sec the Preface to his edition of Salluſt; and read, if you. 
are able, the 8cholia of ſixteen annotators by him collected, (While 1 
beſides his own, lung's 

On ſum 
I'wo go 

hom 7 
Tho' wit 


mean t! 


e 
CUPID AND HYMEN: 


215 THE WEDDING-DAx. 


theſe! Tur riſing morn, ſerenely ſill, 
Had bright'ning ſpread o'er vale and hill, 
„ Not thoſe looſe beams that wanton play 
229 To light the mirth of giddy May, 
Nor ſuch red heats as burn the plain [ 
| In ardent Summer's fev'riſh reign, 
iſe, * But rays all equal, ſoft, and ſober, 
To ſuit the ſecond of October, 
, 225 To ſuit the pair whoſe Wedding-day 
This ſun now gilds with annual ray. 10 
lain, Juſt then where our good - natur d Thames is 
dome four ſhort miles above St. James's, 
and deigns with ſilyer- ſtreaming wave 
230 rh' abodes of earth-born Pride to lave, 
100 loft in air two gods were ſoaring, 15 
collected, Mhile Putney eits beneath lay ſnoring, 
Plung'd deep in dreams of ten per cent. 
Dn ſums to their dear country lent ; 
Two gods of no inferior fame, | 
hom ancient wits with rev'rence name, 20 
Tho' wiſer moderns much difparage——— 
mean the gods of Love and Marriage. 


22 MiscELLANIES. 


But Cupid firſt, his wit to ſhow, 
Aſſuming a mere modern beau, 

Whoſe utmoſt aim is idle mirth, 
Look'd—juſt as coxcombs look on earth, 
Then rais'd his chin, then cock'd his hat, 
To grace this common-place chit-chat. 

* How! on the wing by break of dawn, 
te Dear brother !''——there he forc'd a yawn 
To tell men, ſunk in ſleep profound, 

«© They muſt ere night be gagg'd and bound! 
Who having once put on thy chain, 
is odds may ne'er fleep ſound again. 
So ſay the wits; but wiſer folks 
e Still marry, and contemn their jokes: 
* They know each better bliſs is thine, 
© Pure nectar, genuine from the vine! 
* And Love's own hand that nectar pours, 
Which never fails nor ever ſours! 
« Well, be it ſo: yet there are fools 
&© Who dare demur to formal rules; 
MWho laugh profanely at their betters, 
And find no freedom plac'd in fetters; 
& But, well or ill, jog on thro' life 
Without that ſov'reign bliſs a wife. 
Leave theſe at leaſt, theſe ſad dogs, free 
Jo ſtroll with Bacchus and with me, 
And ſup in Middleſex or Surrey 
On coarſe cold beef and Fanny Murray.“ 
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CUPID AND HYMEN, 


Thus Cupid—and with ſuch a leer, 
You would have ſworn 't was Ligonier; 
While Hymen ſoberly reply'd, 
Yet with an air of conſcious pride; 
* Tuſt come from yonder wretched ſcene, 
© Where all is venal, falſe, and mean, 
( Looking on London as he ſpoke) 
©© I marvel not at thy dull joke; 
Nor in ſuch cant to hear thee vapour, 
« Thy quiver lin'd with South-ſea paper, 
« Thine arrows feather'd at the tail 
« With India bonds for hearts on ſale; 
«© Their other ends too, as is meet, 
6 Tipp'd with gold points from Lombard-ſtreet: 
*« But couldſt thou for a moment quit 
© Theſe airs of faſhionable wit, 
And reaflume thy nobler name 
* Look that way, where I turn my flame“ 
He ſaid, and held his torch inclin'd, 
Which pointed ſo ſtill brighter ſhin' th 
* Behold yon' couple, arm in arm, 
* Whom l, eight years, have known to charm, 
* And while they wear my willing chains, 
A god dares ſwear that neither feigns. 
This morn, that bound their mutual vow, 
That bleſs'd them firſt, and bleſſes now, 
© They grateſul hail; and from the ſoul 
* Wiſh thouſands oer both heads may roll, 
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MISCELLANIES. 


1 Till from liſe's banquet either gueſt 
% Embracing, may retire to reſt, 
* Come then, all raill'ry laid aſide, 
& Let this their day ſerenely glide; 
* With mine thy ſerious aim unite, 
And both ſome proper gueſts invite, 
© That not one minute's running ſand 
« May find their pleaſures at a ſtand.“ 
At this ſevere and fad rebuke, 
Enough to make a coxcomb puke, 
Poor Cupid, blaſhing, ſhrugg'd and winc'd, 
Not yet conſenting, tho' convinc'd; 
For t is your witling's greateſt terror, 
Ev'n when he feels, to own his error ; 
Yet with a look of arch grimace 
He took his penitential face; 
Said *T'was perhaps the ſurer play 
To give your grave good fouls their way; 
“That as true humour was grown ſcarce, 
© He choſe to ſee a ſober farce; 
% For of all cattle and all fowl 
« Your ſolemn-looking aſs and owl 
© Rais'd much more mirth, he durſt aver it, 


© Than thoſe jack-puddings pug and parrot.” 


He ſaid, and eaſtward ſpread his wing, 
From London ſome few friends to bring. 
His brother too, with ſober cheer, 

For the ſame end did weſtward ſteer; 
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CUPID AND HYMEN, 


But firſt a penſive love forlorn, 

Who three long weeping years has borne 
His torch revers'd, and all around, 

Where once it flam'd, with cypreſs bound, 
Sent off to call a neighb'ring friend, 

On whom the mournful train attend; 

And bid him, this one day, at leaſt, 

For ſuch a pair, at ſuch a feaſt, 

Strip off the ſable veil, and wear 

His once-gay look and happier air. 

But Hymen, ſpeeding forward ftill, 

Obſerv'd a man on Richmond-hill “, 
Who now firſt tries a country life, 
Perhaps to fit him for a wife: 
But tho' not much on this he reckon'd, 
The paſſing god look'd in and beckon'd 
He knows him rich in ſocial merit, 
With independent taſte and ſpirit, 
Tho' he will laugh with men of whim, 
For fear ſuch men ſhould laugh at him, 

But, lo! already on his way, 

In due obſervance of the day, 
\ friend and fav'rite of the Nine, 
Vho can, but ſeldom cares to ſhine, 
And one ſole virtue would arrive at 
To keep his many virtues private; 


* A, Mitchell, Eſq. miniſter at the court of Pruſſia, 
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26 MISCELLANIES. 


Who tends, well pleas'd, yet as by ſtealth, 

His lov'd companions, Eaſe and Health; 

Or in his garden, barring out 135 

The noiſe of ev'ry neighb' ring rout, 

At penſive hour of eve and prime 

Marks how the various hand of Time 

Now feeds and rears, now ſtar ves and ſlaughters, 

His vegetable ſons and daughters. 140 
While theſe are on their way, behold! 

Dan Cupid, from his London-fold 

Firſt ſeeks and ſends his new Lord Warden * 

Of all the nymphs in Covent-Garden; 

Brave as the ſword he wears in fight, I45 

Sincere, and briefly in the right, 

Whom never miniſter or king 


% 


Saw meanly cringing in their ring. 


A ſecond ſee! of ſpecial note, 
Plump Comusf in a col'nel's coat, 1.50 
Whom we this day expect from far, 
A jolly firſt- rate man of war, 
On whom we boldly dare repoſe, 
To meet our friends or meet our foes. 


* The late General Skelton. He had juſt then purchaſed a 
houſe in Henrietta-itreet. 

+ The late Colonel Caroline Scott, who, though extremely 
corpulent, was uncommonly active; and who, to much ſkill, 
ſpirit, and bravery, as an officer, joined the greateſt gentlencſs 
of manners 25 a companion and friend. He died a ſacrifice to 
the pubhe, in the ſervice of the Ealt-India Company, at Ben- 


gal, in the year 1755. 
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CUPID AND HYMEN, 


Or comes a brother in his ſtead ? 
Strong-body'd too, and ſtrong of head; 
Who, in whatever path he goes, 

Still looks right on before his noſe, 
And holds it little leſs than treaſon 
To baulk his ſtomach or his reaſon : 
True to his miſtreſs and his meat, 
He cats to love and loves to eat. 

Laſt comes a virgin—pray admire her! 
Cupid himſelf attends to ſquire her: 

A welcome gueſt! we much had miſs'd her, 
For 't is our Kitty or his ſiſter. 
But, Cupid, let no knave or fool 
Snap up this lamb to ſhear her wool; 
No Teague of that unbluſhing band 
Juſt landed, or about to land; 
Thieves from the womb, and train'd at nurſe 
To ſteal an heireſs or a purſe : 
No ſcraping, ſaving, ſaucy cit, 
Sworn foe of breeding, worth, and wit; 
No half-form'd inſect of a peer, 
With neither land nor conſcience clear, 
Who if he can, t is all he can do, 
Juſt ſpell the motto on his landau: 
From all, from each of theſe, defend her, 
But thou and Hymen both befriend her 
With truth, taſte, honour, in a mate, 
And much good ſenſe, and ſome eſlate. 
Cy 
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18 MISCELLANIES, 


But now, ſuppoſe th' aſſembly met, * 
And round the table cordial ſet, 
While in fair order, to their wiſh, 185 
Plain Neatneſs ſends up ev'ry diſh, 
And Pleaſure at the ſideboard ſtands, 
A nectar'd goblet in his hands, 
Jo pour libations, in due meaſure, | 
As Reaſon wills when join'd with Pleaſure 190 INVocA 


Let theſe white moments all be gay, Gre fu 
Without one cloud of dim allay ; | — 
In ev'ry face let joy be ſeen, 2 
As Truth ſincere, as Hope ſerene; SaaS 
Let Friendſhip, Love, and Wit, combine 195 the mid! 
To flavour both the meat and wine og cot 1 —— 
With that rich reliſh to each ſenſe — 
Which they, and they alone, diſpenſe; 
Let Muſic, too, their mirth prolong, contains, 
With warbled air and feſtive ſong ; 200 1 
Then when at eve the ſtar of Love 
Glows with ſoft radiance from above, 
And cach companionable gueſt - | Comes 
Withdraws repleniſh'd, not oppreſt, Imagina 
Let each, well-pleas'd, at parting ſay | Ariſe un 
My life be ſuch a Wedding-day ! | 206 Thy hou 
| | | * This 
Whether! 
gularity o 
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, THE EXCURSION *, 


1 6 A xoxu. 
IN TWO CANTOS. 


Contents. 
CANTO 1, 


* 


INVOC ATI = addreſſed to Fancy. Subject propoſed. A ſhort excur- 


fGve ſurvey the earth and heavens. The poem opens with a de- 
ſcription of the face of Nature in the different ſcenes of morning, ſun- 
riſe, no0n, With a thunder-ftorta, evening, night, and a particular 
night-piece, with the character of a friend deceaſed. With the return 


' of morning Fancy continues her excurfion, firſt northward---A view 


of the Arctic continent and the deſerts of 'Tartary----From thence 
ſouthward : a general proſpect of the globe, followed by another of 
the midland part of Europe, ſuppoſe Italy. A city there upon the point 
of being ſwallowed up by an carthquake : ſigns that uſher it in: de- 
ſcribed in its cauſes and effects at length ----Eruption of a burning 
mountain, happening at the ſame time and from the ſame cauſcs, 
lixewiſe deſcrided. 


CANTO II. 


Contains, on the ſame plan, a ſurvey of the ſolar ſyſtem, and of the 


fxcd ſtars. 


CANTO I. 


Comeanxion of the Muſe, creative pow'r, 
Imagination | at whoſe great command 

Ariſe unnumber'd images of things, 

Thy hourly offspring; thou who canſt at will 


* This Poem is among the Author's earlieft performances, 


Whether the writing may, in ſome degree, atone for the irre- 
gularity of the compotition, which he confeſſes, and does not 
even attempt to excuſe, is ſubmitted entirely to _ candour 
of the reader, 
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30 MISCELLANIES, Canto 


People with air-born ſhapes the filent wood Ly An 
And ſolitary vale, thy own domain, From 
Where Contemplation haunts; oh! come, invok'd, A wh 
To waft me on thy many- tinctur'd wing While 
O'er earth's extended ſpace; and thence, on high, Now | 
Spread to ſuperior worlds thy bolder flight, 10 A deu 
Excurſive, unconfin'd : hence from the haunts Gay d 
Of vice and folly, vanity and man— _ For ev 
To yon' expanſe of plains where Truth delights, In flui, 
Simple of heart, and hand in hand with her Jun-ti1 
Where blameleſs Virtue walks. Now parting Spring, The w 
Parent of beauty and of ſong, has left 16 Slow-r 
His mantle, flow'r-embroider'd, on the ground, From o 
While Summer laughing comes, and bids the Months In curli 
Crown his prime ſeaſon with their choiceſlt ſtores, High w 
Freſh roſes op'ning to the ſolar ray, 20 8 Beneat] 
And fruits ſlow- ſwelling on the loaded bough. Glad N 
Here let me frequent roam, preventing morn, Of life a 
Attentive to the cock, whoſe early throat, Fragran 
Heard from the diſtant village in the vale, Tranſpi 
Crows cheerly out, far-ſounding thro the gloom : 2.5 IF Deliciou 
Night hears from where, wide-hov'ring in mid-ſky, Or high 
She rules the ſable hour, and calls her train Rejoicin 
Of viſionary fears, the ſhrouded ghoſt, While be 
The dream diſtreſsful, and th' incumbent hag, Scud o'et 
That riſe to Fancy's eye in horrid forms, 20 ln brake 
While Reaſon ſlumb'ring lies: at once they fly, Invite. 


As ſhadows paſs, nor is their path beheld. See, fron 


Canto J. THE EXCURSION. 32 


And now, pale-glimm'ring on the verge of heav'n, ' 
From eaſt to north, in doubtful twilight ſeen, | 
A whit'ning luſtre ſhoots its tender beam, 35 
While ſhade and ſilence yet involve the ball: 

Now ſacred Morn, aſcending, ſmiles ſerene 

A dewy radiance, bright ning o'er the world: 

Gay daughter of the Air, for ever young, 

For ever pleaſing, lo! ſhe onward comes, 49 
In fluid gold and azure looſe-array'd, 

dun- tinctur'd, changeful hues : at her approach, 
The weſtern gray of yonder breaking clouds 
Slow-reddens into flame; the riſing miſts, 

From off the mountain's brow, roll blue away 43 
In curling ſpires, and open all his woods, 

High waving in the ſky; th' uncolour'd ſtream 
Beneath her glowing ray tranſlucent ſhines: 

Glad Nature feels her thro' her boundleſs realms 

Of life and ſenſe, and calls forth all her ſweets, 30 
Fragrance and ſong : from each unfolding flow'r 
Tranſpires the balm of life that Zephyr wafts, -- 
Delicious, on his roſy wing : each bird, 

Or high in air or ſecret in the ſhade, 

Rejoicing warbles wild his matin hymn, 55 
While beaſts of chaſe, by ſecret inſtin& mov'd, 

cud o'er the lawns, and, plunging into night, 

In brake or cavern ſlumber out the day. 

Invited by the cheerful Morn abroad, 

See, from his humble roof the goodman comes 60 
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32 MISCELLANIES. | Canto 


To taſte her freſhneſs, and improve her riſe | Half- 
In holy muſing : rapture in his eye | Of br 
And kneeling wonder ſpeak his ſilent ſoul Wind 
With gratitude o'erflowing, and with praiſe; Maze 

Now Induſtry is up: the village pours 65 From 
Her uſeful ſons abroad to various toil ; Tranf] 
The lab'rer here with ev'ry inſtrument The b 
Of future plenty arm'd, and there the ſwain, The pi 
A rural king amid his ſubje& flocks, Whoſe 
Whoſe bleatings wake the vocal hills afar. 70 Ine ne 
The trav' ler, too, purſues his early road Solemr 


Fair II 
With fl 
The ria 
Gratefi 
Abroad 


Among the dews of morn. Aurora calls, 
And all the living landſcape moves around. 
But ſee, the fluſh'd horizon flames intenſe 
With vivid red, in rich profuſion ſtream'd 75 
O' er heav'n's pure arch. At once the clouds aſſume 


Their gayeſt liv'ries; theſe with ſilv ry beams, Theſ 
Fring d lovely, ſplendid thoſe in liquid gold, Delight 
And ſpeak their ſov'reign's ſtate. He comes; behold ! BF Borne o 
Fountain of light and colour, warmth and life! 80 To high 
The king of Glory! round his head divine Firſt ſou 
Diffuſive ſhow'rs of radiance circling flow, Eternal, 
As o'er the Indian wave up-rifing fair Sits ſov”1 
He looks abroad on Nature, and inveſts, Careleſs 

Where'er his univerſal eye ſurveys, 85 Ulm all 
Her ample boſom, earth, air, ſea, and ſky, Obedient 
In one bright robe with heav'nly tinctures gay. Obſcures 


From this hoar hill, that climbs above the plain Succeed j 


Canto J. THE'EXCURSION, © 33 


Half-way up heav'n ambitious, brown with woods 
Of broadeſt ſhade, and terrac'd round with walks 
Winding and wild, that deep embow'ring riſe, 9 
Maze above maze, thro' all its ſhelter'd height, 
From hence th' acrial concave without cloud, 
Tranſlucent, and in pureſt azure dreſs'd; 

The boundleſs ſcene beneath, hill, dale, and plain; 
The precipice abrupt; the diſtant deep, 96 
Whoſe ſhores remurmur to the ſounding ſurge 
The neareſt foreſt in wide circuit ſpread, 

Solemn receſs, whoſe ſolitary walks 

Fair Truth and Wiſdom love; the bord'ring lawn, 
With flocks and herdsenrich'd; the daiſy'd vale; 101 
The river's cryſtal, and the meadow's green 


70 


75 Grateful diverſity! allure the eye 
me Abroad to rove amid ten thouſand charms. 
Theſe ſcenes, where ev ry Virtue, ev ry Muſe, 105% 
Delighted range, ſerene the ſou], and lift, 
old! Borne on Devotion's wing, beyond the pole, 
80 To higheſt heav'n, her thought; to Nature's God, 


Firſt ſource of all things lovely, all things good, 
Eternal, infinite! before whoſe throne 119 
Sits ſov'reign Bounty, and thro' heav'n and earth | 
Careleſs diffuſes plenitude of bliſs : 
85 Him all things own; he ſpeaks, and it is day: 
Obedient to his nod, alternate night 

: Obſcures the world: the ſeaſons at his call 114 
ain Succeed in train, and lead the year around. 
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34 MISCELLANIES. Canto 


While reaſon thus and rapture fill the heart, Wild 
Friends of mankind, good angels, hov'ring near, In vas 
Their holy influence, deep-intuſing. lend, Then 


And in {till whiſpers, ſoſt as Zephyr's breath 120 As thi 
When ſcarce the green leaf trembles, thro her pow'rs MW Praw 


Inſpire new vigour, purer light ſupply, Lo! b 
And kindle ev'ry virtue into flame. In hon 
Celeſtial intercourſe ! ſuperior bliſs, Haſte 


Which Vice ne'er knew! health of th'enliven'd ſoul, The T 
And heav'n on earth begun! Thus, ever fir d 126 Amid 


In ſolitude, may I, obſcurely ſafe, And L 
Deceive mankind, and ſteal thro' life along, Firſt in 
As ſlides the foot of Time, unmark'd, unknown. Heard 

Exalted to his noon the fervent ſun, 130 Dumb 


Full-blazing o'er the blue immenſe, burns out With d 
With fierce eſſulgence. Now th* embow'ring maze And ex 
Of vale ſequeſter'd or the ſir- crown d ſide | Whe 
Of airy mountain, whence with lucid lapfe Broad c 
Falls many a dew-fed ſtream, invites the ſtep 135 Pregna 
Of muſing poet, and ſecures repoſe Sulphur 
To weary pilgrim. In the flood of day, From m 

Oppreſſive brightneſs deluging the world, Forth d 

Sick Nature pants;'and from the cleaving carth Quick g 

Light vapours, undulating thro' the air, 140 Again 1 

Contagious fly, engend'ring dire diſeaſe, Wide ar 

Red plague and fever, or in fogs aloft On all ſi 

. Condenſing, ſhew a ruffling tempeſt nigh. Diſcloſir 
And ſee, exhaling from th Atlantic ſurge, Again t! 
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Canto J. THE EXCURSION, 35 


Wild world of waters! diſtant clouds aſcend 143 

In vap'ry confluence, deep'ning cloud on cloud, 

Then rolling duſt along to caſt and north, 

As the blaſt bears them on his humid wing, 

Draw total night and tempeſt o'er the noon. 

Lo! bird and beaſt, impreſs'd by Nature's hand, 150 

In homeward warnings thro' each feeling nerve 

Haſte from the hour of terror and of ſtorm. 

The Thunder now, from forth his cloudy ſhrine, 

Amid conflicting elements, where Dread L 

And Death attend, the ſervants of his nod, 155 

Firſt in deaf murmurs ſounds the deep alarm, 

Heard from afar, awak' ning awful thought. 

Dumb ſadneſs fills this nether world; the gloom 

With double blackneſs lours; the tempeſt ſwells, 

And expedation ſhakes the heart of man. 160 
Where yonder clouds in duſky depth extend 

Broad o'er the ſouth, fermenting in their womb, 

Pregnant with fate, the fiery tempeſt ſwells, 

Sulphureous ſteam and nitrous, late exhal'd 

From mine or unctuous ſoil; and, lo! at once, 165 

Forth darted in ſlant ſtream, the ruddy flaſh, 

Quick glancing, ſpreads a moment's horrid Gay. 0 

Again it flames expanſive, ſheets the ſky, _ 

Wide and more wide, with mournful light and, 

On all ſides burning; now the face of things 170 

Diſcloſing, ſwallow'd now in tenfold night. 

Again the Thunder's voice, with pealing roar, 
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From cloud to cloud continuous roll'd along, 


Amazing burſts! Air, ſea, and ſhore, reſound : 

Horror ſits ſhudd'ring in the felon breaſt, 173 

And feels the deathful flaſh before it flies: 

Each fleeping fin, excited, ſtarts to view, 

And all is torm within. The murd'rer, pale 

With conſcious guilt, tho* hid in deepeſt ſhade, 

Hears and flies wild, purſu'd by all his fears, 180 

And ſees the bleeding ſhadow of the ſlain | 

Riſe hideous, glaring on him thro' the gloom. 
Hark! thro' th' atrial vault the ſtorm, inflam'd, 

Comes nearer; hoarſely loud, abrupt and fierce, 

Peal hurl'd on peal inceſſant, burſt on burſt; 185 

Torn from its baſe, as if the gen'ral frame 

Were tumbling into chaow—There it fell, 

With whirlwind wing, in red diffuſion flaſh'd : 

Deſtruction marks its path. Yon' riven oak 

Is hid in ſmould'ring fires; ſurpris'd beneath 190 


Ie traveller ill-omen'd proſtrate falls, 


A livid corſe. Yon' cottage flames to heav'n, 
And in.its fartheſt cell, to which the hour, 
All horrible, had ſped their ſteps, behold! 
The parent breathleſs lies, her orphan babes 195 
Shudd'ring and ſpeechleſs round 0 Pow'r divine 
Whoſe will, unerring; points the bolt of Fate, 
Thy hand, tho' terrible, ſhall man decide 
If puniſhment or mercy dealt the blow ? 
Appeas'd at laſt, the tumult of the ſkies aco 
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Subſides; the thunder's falling roar is huſh'd; 
At once the clouds fly ſcatt'ring, and the ſun 
Breaks out with boundleſs ſplendour o'er the world. 
Parent of light and joy! to all things he 
New life reſtores, and from each drooping field 2c 5 
Draws the redundant rain, in climbing miſts 
Faſt-riſing to his ray, till ev'ry flow'r 
Lift up its head, and Nature ſmiles reviv'd. 

At firſt 't is awful ſilence over all, 
From ſenſe of late-felt danger, till confirm'd, 210 
In grateful chorus mixing, beaſt and bird 
Rejoice aloud to heav'n : on either hand 
The woodlands warble, and the vallies low. 
So paſs the ſonglul hours, And now the ſun, 
Declin'd, hangs verging on the weſtern main, 215 
Whoſe fluQtuating boſom, bluſhing red, 
The ſpace of many ſeas beneath his eye, 
Heaves in ſoft ſwellings murm'ring to the ſhore : 
A circling glory glows around his diſk 
Of milder beams; part, ſtreaming o'er the ſky, 220 
Irflame the diſtant azure; part below 
In level lines ſhoot thro' the waving wood, 
Clad half in light and half in pleaſing ſhade, 
That lengthens o'er the lawn. Yon' ev'ning clouds, 
Lucid or duſk, with flamy purple edg'd, 225 
Float in gay pomp the blue horizon round, 
Amuſive, changeful, ſhifting into ſhapes 
Of viſionary beauty, antique tow'rs 
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With ſhadowy domes and pinnacles adorn'd, 8 | 
0 


Or hills of white extent, that riſe and ſink 230 
As ſportful Fancy liſts; till late, the ſun W: 
From human eye behind carth's ſhading orb Bre 
Total withdraws, th' acrial landſcape fades. Ghi 
Diſtinction fails, and in the dark'ning weſt (Sa 
The laſt light, quiv'ring, dimly dies away. 235 Its f 
And now th' illuſive flame oft? ſeen at eve The 
Upborne and blazing on the light-wing'd gale, 1 he 
Glides o'er the lawn, betok'ning Night's approach: Whe 
Ariſing awful o'er the eaſtern ſky Now 
Onward ſhe comes with filent ſtep and Now, 240 All i, 
In her brown mantle wrapt, and brings along Save 
The ſtill, the mild, the melancholy, hour, Ber ca 
And Meditation, with his eye on heav'n. Glim 
Muling. in ſober mood, of time and life, Wher 
That fly with unreturning wing away 245 His w 
To that dark world, untravell'd and unknown, Ha 
Eternity! thro' defert ways | walk, By ag. 
Or to the cypreſs-grove, at twilight ſhunn'd 50 on 
By paſüing ſwains. The chill breeze murmurs low, Where 
And the boughs ruſtle round me where I ſtand, 252 Of ſuff 
With fancy all arous'd.—Far on the left The ca 
Shoots up a ſhapcleſs rock of dufky height, 1 he W. 
The raven's haunt, and down its woody ſteep Life's e 
A daſhing flood in headlong torrent hurls Here fl 
His ſounding waters; white on ev'ry clit 2c! Nor he: 
With al 


Hangs the light foam, and fparkles thro' the gloom, 


Canto J. THE EXCURSION, 29 


Behind me riſes huge a rev'rend pile 
Sole on this blaſted heath, a place of tombs, 
Waſte, deſolate, where Ruin dreary dwells : 
Brooding o'er ſightleſs ſculls and crumbling bones 260 
Ghaſtful he ſits, and eyes with iledfaſt glare 
(Sad trophies of his pow'r where ivy twines 
Its fatal green around) the falling roof, 
The time-ſhook urch. the column gray with moſs, 
The leaning wall, the ſculptur'd ſtone defac'd, 265 
Whoſe monumental flatt'ry, mix'd with duſt, 
Now hides the name it vainly meant to raiſe. 
All is dread filence here, and undiſturb'd, 
Save what the wind ſighs, and the wailing owl 
Screams ſolitary to the mournful moon, 270 
Glimm'ring her weſtern ray thro' yonder aiſle, 
Where the {ad ſpirit walks with ſhadowy foot 
His wonted round, or lingers o'er his grave. 

Hail, midnight Shades! hail, venerable Dome! 
By age more vencrable; ſacred ſhore, 275 
Beyond Time's troubled ſea, where never wave, 
Where never wind of paſlion or of guilt, 
Of ſuff'ring or of ſorrow, ſhall invade 
The calm ſound night of thoſe who reſt below : 
The weary are at peace; the ſmall and great, 289 
Life's voyage ended, meet and mingle here: 
Here ſleeps the pris'ner ſafe, nor feels his chain, 
Nor hears th' oppreſſor's voice. The poor and old, 
With all the ſons of Mourning, fearleſs now 
Dy 
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49 MISCELLANIES/ 


Of want or woe, find unalarm'd repoſe. 285 
Proud Greatneſs, too, the tyranny of pow'r, 

The grace of beauty, and the force of youth, 

And name and place, are here for ever loſt! 

But, at near diſtance on the mould'ring wall 
Behold a monument, with emblem grac'd, 290 
And fair inſcription, where with head declin'd, 
And folded arms, the Virtues weeping round 
Lean o'er a beauteous youth who dies below. 
Thyrſis—'t is he! the wiſeſt and the beſt! 
Lamented Shade! whom ev'ry gift of Heavin 295 
Proſuſely bleſs'd ; all learning was his own ; 
Pleaſing his ſpeech, by Nature taught to flow, 
Perſuaſive ſenſe and ſtrong, ſincere and clear: 

His manners greatly plain: a noble grace, 

Self- taught, beyond the reach of mimic Art, 300 
Adorn'd him: his calm temper winning mild; 

Nor Pity ſofter, nor was Truth more bright: 
Conſtant in doing well, he neither ſought 

Nor ſhunn'd applauſe. No baſhful merit figh'd 
Ncar him neglected; ſympathiaing, he 305 
Wip'd off the tear from Sorrow's clouded eye 


With kindly hand, and taught her heart to ſmile, 


"Tis morning, and the ſun his welcome light 
Swift, from beyond dark ocean's orient ſtream, 
Caſts thro' the air, renewing Nature's face 310 
With heav'n- born beauty: o'er her ample breaſt, 
©'cr ſca and ſhore, light Fancy ſpeeds along 
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Canto J. THE EXCURSION, 4k 


Quick as the darted beam from pole to pole, 

Excurſive traveller. Now beneath the north, 

Alone with Winter in his inmoſt realm, 315 

Region of horrors! here amid the roar 

Of winds and waves, the drifted turbulence 

Of hail-mix'd ſnows, reſides th ungenial pow'r, 

For ever ſilent, ſhiv'ring and forlorn 

From Zembla's cliffs on to the ſtraights ſurtmis'd 320 

Of Anian eaſtward, where both worlds oppoſe 

Their ſhores contiguous, lies the polar ſea, 

One glitt'ring waſte of ice, and on the morn 

Caſts cold a cheerleſs light. Lo! hills of ſnow, 

Hill behind hill, and Alp on Alp, aſcend, 325 

Pil'd up from eldeſt age, and to the ſun 

Impenetrable, riſing from afar 

In miſty proſpect dim, as if on air 

Each floating hill, an azure range of clouds: 

Yet here, ev'n here, in this diſaſtrous clime, 330 

Horrid and har bourleſs, where all life dics, 

Advent'rous mortals, urg'd by thirſt ol gain, 

Thro' floating iſles of ice and fighting ſtornis, 

Roam the wild waves in ſcarch of doubttul ſhores, 

By welt or eaſt, a path yet unexplor'd. 335 
Hence eaſtward to the Lartar's cruel coaſt, 

By utmoſt ocean waſh'd, on whoſe laſt wave 

The blue ſky leans her breaſt, diſſus'd immenſe 

In ſolitary length the Deſert lies 

Where Deſolation keeps his empty court: 349 
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No bloom of ſpring o'er all the thirſty vaſt, 
Nor ſpiry graſs, is ſound, but ſands initead 
Tt ſteril hills, and rough rocks riſing gray. 
A land of fears! where valtonary forms 
Of griſly ſpectres from air, flood, and fire, 345 
Swarm, and beſore them ſpeechlefs Horror ſtalks! 
Here, night by night, beneath the ſtarleſs duſk, 
Fhe ſecret hag and forcerer unbleſs'd 
'Their ſabbath hold, and potent ſpells compoſe, 
Spoils of the violated grave; and now, 350 
Late, at the hour that fevers night from morn, 
When leep has ſilenc'd ev'ry thought of man, 
They to their revels fall, infernal throng! 
And as they mix in circling dance, or turn 
To the four winds of heav'n with haggard gaze, 355 
Shot ſtreaming from the boſom of the north, 
Op'ning the hollow gloom, red meteors blaze, 
To lend them light, and diſtant thunders roll, 
Heard in low murmurs thro' the low'ring ſky. 
From theſe fad ſcenes, the waſte abodes of Death, 
With devious wing, to fairer-climes remote 361 
Southward I ſtray, where Caucaſus in view, 
BEulwark of nations, in broad eminence 
Upheaves from realm to realm a hundred hills, 
On from the Caſpian to the Euxine ſtretch'd, 365 
Pale-plitt'ring with eternal ſnows to heav'n. | 
From this chill ſteep, which midnight's higheſt ſhades 
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Canto J. THE EXCURSION, 43 


Imagination travels with quick eye 

Unbounded o'er the globe, and wond'ring views 370 

Her rolling ſeas and intermingled iſles, 

Her mighty continents, outſtretch'd immenſe, 

Where Europe, Aſia, Afric, of old fame, 

Their regions numberleſs extend; and where, 

To fartheſt point of weſt, Columbus late 373 

Thro' untry'd oceans borne to ſhores unknown 

Moor'd his firſt keel advent'rous, and beheld 

A new, a fair, a fertile, world ariſe! 

But nearer ſcenes of happy rural view, 

Green dale, and level down, and bloomy hill, 380 

The Muſe's walk, on which the ſun's bright eye 

Propitious looks, invite her willing ſtep. 

Here fee, around me ſmiling, myrtle groves, 

And mountains crown'd with aromatic woods 

Of vegetable gold, with vales amidſt, 385 

Laviſh of flow'rs and fragrance, where ſoft Spring, 

Lord of the year, indulges to each field 

The fanning breeze, live ſpring, and ſhelt'ring grove. 
In theſe bleſs d plains a ſpacious city ſpreads 

Its round extent magniſicent, and ſeems 399 

The ſeat of empire: dazzling in the ſky, 

With far-ſeen blaze, her tow'ry ſtructures ſhine, 

Elab'rate works of art! each op'ning gate 

Sends forth its thouſands : peace and plenty round 

Environ her. In each frequented ſchool 393 

Learning exalts his head, and Commerce pours 
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Into her arms a thouſand foreign realms, 
How fair and fortunate! how worthy all 
Of laſting bleſs ſecure : yet all muſt fail, 
O'erturn'd and loſt—nor ſtall their place be found. 
A ſullen calm unuſual, dark and dead, 401 

Ariſes inauſpicious o'er the heav'ns. 
The beamleſs ſun looks wan; a ſighing cold 
Winters the ſhadow'd air; the birds on high, 
Shricking, give ſign of fearful change at hand: 405 
And now, within the boſom of the globe, 
Where ſulphur ſtor'd and nitre peaceſul fept, 
For ages, in their ſubterranean bed, 
Ferments th' approaching tempeſt, Vap'ry ſtreams, 
Inflammable, perhaps by winds ſublim'd, 410 
Their deadly breath apply. Th' enkindled mals, 
Nine ſir d by mine in train, with boundleſs rage, 
With horror unconceiv'd, diſploded burſts 
Its central priſon Shook from ſhore to ſhore 
Reels the broad continent with all its load, 415 
Hills, foreſts, cities. The lone deſert quakes; 

ler ſavage ſons howl to the thunder's groan, 
And lightning's ruddy glare, while from beneath 
Deaſ diſtant roarings, thro' the wide profound 
Rueful are heard, as when Deſpair complains. 420 

Gather'd in air, o'er that proud capital 

Frowns an involving cloud of gloomy depth, 
Caſting dun night and terror o'er the heads 
Of her inhabitants. Agbaſt they ſtand, 
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Canto 1. THE EXCURSION, 43 


Sad-gazing on the mournful ſkies around, 425 

A moment's dreadful filence! then loud ſcreams 

And eager ſupplications rend the ſkies. 

Lo! crowds on crowds, in hurry'd ſtream along, 

From ſtreet to ſtreet, from gate to gate, roll'd on, 

This, that, way burſt in waves, by horror wing'd 430 

To diſtant hill or cave, while half the globe, 

Her frame convulſive rocking to and fro, 

Trembles with ſecond agony. Upheav'd 

In ſurges, her vex'd ſurface rolls a ſea : 

Ruin enſues; tow'rs, temples, palaces, 425 

Flung from their deep foundations, roof on roof 

Cruſh'd horrible, and pile on pile o'erturn'd, 

Fall total——In that univerſal groan, 

Sounding to heav'n, expir'd a thouſand lives, 

O'erwhelm'd at once, one undiilinguifh'd wreck ! 
Sight full of fate! up from the centre torn 441 

The ground yawns horrible a hundred mouths, | 

Flaſhing pale flames down thro' the gulfs profound, 

Screaming, whole crow ds of ev'ry age and rank, 

With hands to heav'n rats'd high imploring aid, 445 

Prone to th' abyſs deſcend, and o'er their heads 

Earth ſhuts her pond'rous jaws. Part loſt in night 

Return no more; part on the wafting wave, 

Borne thro' the darkneſs of th' infernal world, 

Far diſtant riſe, emerging with the flood, 459 

Pale as aſcending ghoſts caſt back to day, 

A ſhudd'ring band! diſtraction in each eye 


anus. 


« r TED Pome eo 
= — ———— 2 4 n 
— 4 5 ans 


* 
0 
& 
Is. 
" 
1 
* 


40 MIscELLAN WES. 


Stares wildly motionleſs; they pant, they catch 

A gulp of air, and graſp with dying aim 

The wreck that drives along, to gain from Fate, 455 
Short interval! a moment's doubtful life: 

For now earth's ſolid ſphere aſunder rent 

With final diſſolution, the huge maſs 

Fails undermin'd Down, down th' extenſive ſeat 
Of this fair city, down her buildings fink ! 460 
Sinks the full pride her ample walls inclos'd, 

In one wild havoc craſh'd, with burſt beyond 
Heav'n's loudeſt thunder! Uproar unconceiv'd! 
Image of Nature's gen'ral frame deſtroy' d! 

How greatly terrible, how dark and deep 465 
The purpoſes of Heav'n! At once o'erthrown 
White age and youth, the guilty and the juſt; 

O ſcemingly ſevere, promiſcuous fall! 

Reaſon, whoſe daring eye in vain explores 

The ſearful providence, confus'd, ſubdu'd 470 
To ſilence and amazement, with due praiſe 
Acknowledyes th' Almighty, and adores 


His will unerring, wiſcſt, juſteſt, beſt! 


The country mourns around with alter'd look: 
Fields where but late the many-colour'd Spring 475 
Sat gaily dreſs'd amid the vernal breath 
Of rotes, and the ſong of nightingales 
Soit-warbled, ſilent languiſn now and die: 

Rivers ingulf'd their ample channels leave 
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Canto J. THE EXCURSION. 47 


In whirlwind from their ſeat, obſtruct the plain 
With rough encumbrance, orthro' depths of earth 
Fall ruinous, with all their woods immers'd. 
Sulphureous damps, of dark and deadly pow'r, 
Steam'd from th' abyſs, fly ſecret overhead, 43g 
Wounding the healthful air, whence foul diſeaſe, 
Murrain and rot, in tainted herds and flocks; 
In man ſore ficknefs, and the lamp of life 
Dimm'd and diminiſti'd; or more fatal ill 
Of mind, unſettling reaſon overturn'd: 490 
Here into madneſs work'd and boiling o' er 
Outrageous fancies, like the troubled fea 
Foaming out mud and filth; here downward funk 
To folly, and in idle muſing warp'd, 
Now chaſing with fond aim the flying cloud, 493 
Now numb' ring up the drops of falling rain. 
A while the fiery ſpirit in its cell 
inidious lumbers, till ſome chance unknown, 
Perhaps ſome rocky fragment from the roof 
Detach'd, and roll'd with rough colliſion down 500 
Its echoing vault, ſtrikes out the fatal ſpark 
That blows it into rage. Shakes earth again, 
Wide thro? her entrails torn. To all ſides flaſh'd 


The flames bear downward on the central deep, 


Immeaſurable ſource, whence ocean fills 505 
lis num'rous ſeas, and pours them round the globe. 

The liquid orb, thro' all its dark expanſe 

n dire commotion boils, and burſting way 
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Up thro' th* unſounded bottoms of the main, 
Where never tempeſt ruflled, lifts the deeps, 510 
At once, in billowy mountains to the ſky, 
With raving violence: and now their ſhores, 
Rebellowing to the ſurge, they ſwallow fierce, 
O'erſwelling mound and cliff; now ſwiſt and ſtrange, 
With refluent wave retreating leave the beach $515 
A naked of ſands waſte—Mean-time, behold! 
Von' neighb'ring mountain riſing bleak and bare, 
Its double top in ſteril aſhes hid, 
But green around its baſe with oil and wine, 


Gives ſign of ſtorm and deſolation near; 520 


Storehouſe of Fate! from whoſe infernal womb, 
With fiery min'rals and metallic ore 
Pernicious fraught, aſcends eternal ſmoke; 
Now wav'ring looſe in air, now borne on high, 


A duſky column height'ning to the ſun ! $25 


Imagination's eye looks down diſmay'd 

The ſteepy gulf, pale-flaming and proſound, 
With hourly tumult vex'd, but now incens'd 
To ſevenfold fury. Firſt diſcordant ſounds, 


As of a clam'ring multitude enrag'd, $30 | 


The daſh of floods, and hollow howl of winds, 
Thro' wintry woods or cavern'd ruins heard, 

Riſe from the diſtant depth where uproar reigns : 
Anon, with black eruption, from its jaws 

A night of ſmoke, thick-driving, wave on wave, 5 35 
In ſtormy flow, and cloud involving cloud, 
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Rolls ſurging forth, extinguiſhing; the day, 
With vollied ſparkles mix'd, and whirling drifts 
Of ſtones and cinders rattling up the air: 
Inſtant in one broad burſt a ſtream of fire 540 
Red- iſſuing, floods the hemiſphere around. 
Nor pauſe nor reſt; again the mountain groans, 
Amazing, from its inmoſt caverns ſhook; 
Again with loud' ning rage, intenſely fierce, 
Diſgorges pyramids of quiv'ring flame, 545 
Spire after ſpire enormous, and torn rocks, 
Flung out in thund' ring ruins to the ſky. 

But ſee! in ſecond pangs the roaring hill 
From forth its depth a cloudy pillar ſhoots, 
Gradual and vaſt, in one aſcending trunk, 559 
Of length immenſe, heav'd by the force of fire, 
On its own baſe direct, aloft in air, 
Beyond the ſoaring eagle's ſunward flight. 
Still as it ſwells, thro” all the dark extent, 
With wonder ſeen, ten thouſand lightnings play 554 
In flaſh'd vibrations, and ſrom height to height 
inceſſant thunders roar. No longer now 
Protruded by th' exploſive breath below, 
At once the ſhadowy ſummit breaks away 
To all ſides round, in billows broad and black, 569 
As of a turbid ocean ſtirr'd by winds, 
A vap'ry deluge hiding earth and heav'n. 

Thus all day long; and now the beamleſs ſun 
Sets as in blood: a dreadful pauſe enſues 
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80 MISCELLANIES, 


Deceitful calm, portending fiercer ſtorm. 565 
Sad night at once, with all her deep-dy'd ſhades, WI 
Falls back and boundleſs o'er the ſcene: ſuſpenſe Ro! 
And terror rule the hour. Behold! from far, An 
Imploring Heav'n with ſupplicating hands Ma 
And ſtreaming eyes, in mute amazement fix'd, 570 Of! 
Von' peopled city ſtands, each ſadden'd face K Lie: 
Turn'dt'wardsthe hill of fears; and, hark! once more I 
The riſing tempeſt ſhakes its ſounding vaults, Fro1 
Now faint, in diſtant murmurs, now more near In a 
Rebounding horrible, with all the roar 575 Fair 
Of winds and ſeas, or engines big with death, The 
That, planted by the murd'rous hand of War Whe 
To ſhake the round of ſome proud capital, Obec 
At once diſploded, in one burſting peal His i 
Their mortal thunders mix. Along the ſky, 380 And 
From eaſt to ſouth, a ruddy hill of ſmoke His v 
Extends its ridge, with diſmal light inflam'd: Unfa 


Mean- while the fluid lake that works below, 
Bitumen, ſulphur, ſalt, and iron-ſcum, 

Heaves up its boiling tide : the lab'ring mount 585 
Is torn with agonizing throes—at once, 

Forth from its fide diſparted, blazing pours 

A mighty river, burning in prone waves, 

That glimmer thro” the night to yonder plain: 
Divided there, a hundred torrent ſtreams, 590 
Fach ploughing up its bed, roll dreadful on, 
Reſiſtleſs : villages, and woods, and racks, 
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Canto TT. THE EXCURSION; 5I 


Fall flat before their ſweep. 'The region round, 
Where myrtle-walks and groves of golden fruit 
Roſe fair, where harveſt wav'd in all its pride, 595 
And where the vineyard ſpread her purple ſtore, 
Maturing into nectar, now deſpoil'd 

Of herb, leaf, fruit, and flower, from end to end 
Lies bury'd under fire, a glowing ſea! 

'Thus roaming with advent'rous wing the globe, 
From ſcene to ſcene excurſive, I behold 601 
In all her workings, beauteous, great, or new, 

Fair Nature, and in all with wonder trace | 

The ſov'reign Maker, firſt, ſupreme, and beſt, 

Who actuates the whole; at whoſe command, 605 
Obedient, fire and flood tremendous riſe, 

His miniſters of vengeance, to reprove 

And ſcourge the nations. Holy are his ways, 

His works unnumber'd, and to all proclaim 
Unfathom'd wiſdom, goodneſs unconfin'd. 60 


CANTO Il. 


Expuss the wonders of creating pow'r 

On earth, but chief on high thro' heav'n difplay'd : 

There ſhines the full magnificence unveil'd 

Of Majeſty divine: refulgent there 

Ten thouſand ſuns blaze forth, with each his train 5 

Of worlds dependent, all beneath the eye 

And equal rule of one eternal Lord. 

To thoſe bright climes, awak' ning all her pow'rs, 
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And ſpreading her unbounded wing, the Muſe 
Aſcending foars on thro? the fluid fpaee, 12 
The buoyant-atmoſphere, whoſe vivid breath, | 
Soul of all ſublunary life, pervades 

Il realnis of Nature, to her inmoſt:depths 
Diffus'd with quick' ning energy. Now ſtill, 

From pole to pole th' atrial occan fleeps, I; 
One limpid vacancy ; now rous'd to rage 

By bluſl'ring meteors, wind; hail, rain, or clond, 
With thund'rous fury charg d, its billows riſe, 

And ſhake the nether orb. Still as I mount, 

A path the vulture's eye hath not obſerv d, 29 
Nor foot of eagle trod, th' ethereal ſphere 
Receding flies approach, its circling arch 

Alike remote, tranſlucent, and ſerene: 

Clorious expanſion! by th' Almighty ſpread, 
Whoſe limits who hath ſeen ! or who with him 25 
Hath walk'd the ſun-pav'd circuit from old time, 
And viſited the hoſt of hcav'n around! 

Gleaming a borrow'd light, from whence how ſmall 
The ſpeck of earth; and dim air circumfus'd! 
Mutable region, vex'd with hourly change. 39 
But here unrufied Calm her even reign 
Maintains external; here the lord of day, 

The neighb'ring Sun, ſhines out in all his ſtrength, 

Noon without night. Attracted by his beam 34 
| thither bend my flight, tracing the ſource ſſtreams 
Where morning ſprings; whence her innuw'zous 
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Canto IT. THE EXCURSION, 55 


Flow lucid forth, and roll thro' trackleſs ways 
Their white waves o'er the ſky. The fountain orb, 
Dilating as I riſe, beyond the ken 
Of mortal eye, to which earth, ocean, air, 40 
Are but a central point, expands immenſe, 
A ſhoreleſs ſea of fluQuating fire, 
That deluges all ether with its tide. 
What pow'r 1s that which to its circle bounds 
The violence of flame! in rapid whirls 45 
Conflicting, floods with floods, as if to leave 
Their place, and, burſting, overwhelm the world! 
20 Motion incredible! to which the rage 
Of oceans, when whole winter blows at once 
In hurricane, is peace. But who ſhall tell 50 
That radiance beyond meaſure on the fun 
Pour'd out tranſcendent! thoſe keen-flaſhing rays 
23 Thrown round his ſtate, and to yon' worlds afar 
, Supplying days and feaſons, life and joy! 
Such virtue he, the Majeſty of heav'n, 55 
mall Brightneſs original! all- bountcous king 
Hath to his creature lent, and crown'd his ſphere 
39 With matchleſs glory. Yet not all alike 
Reſplendent : in theſe liquid regions pure, 
Thick miſts, condenſing, darken into ſpots, 69 
th, And dim the day ; whence that malignant light, 
34 When Cæſar bled, which ſadden'd all the year 
Cans With long eclipſe. Some at the centre riſe 
rous In ſhady circles, like the moon bcheld 
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14 
From earth, when ſhe her unenlighten'd face 
Turns thitherward opaque; a ſpace they brood 
In congregated clouds, then breaking float | 
To all ſides round: dilated ſome and denſe, 
Broad as carth's ſurface each, by flow degrees 
Spread from the confines of the light along, 
Uſurping half the ſphere, and ſwim obſcure 
On to its adverſe coaſt, till there they ſet, 
Or vaniſh ſcatter'd, meas'ring thus the time 
That round its axle whirls the radiant orb. 
Faireſt of beings! firſt-created Light! 
Prime cauſe of beauty ! for from thee alone 
The ſparkling gem, the vegetable race, 


The nobler worlds that live and breathe,theircharms, 


The lovely hues peculiar to each tribe, 
From thy unfailing ſource of ſplendour draw ! 
In thy pure ſhine with tranſport I ſurvey 
This firmament, and theſe her rolling worlds, 
Their magnitudes and motions; thoſe how vall.! 
How rapid theſe! with ſwiſtneſs unconceiv'd, 
From well to eaſt in ſolemn pomp revolv'd, 
Unerring, undiſturb'd, the ſun's bright train, 
Progretlive thro' the ſky's light fluent borne 
Aronnd their centre. Mercury the firſt, 
Near bord'ring on the day, with ſpeedy wheel 
Flies ſwifteſt on, inflaming where he comes, 
With ſevenfold ſplendour, all his azure road. 
Net Venus to the weſtward of the ſun, 
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Full orb'd her face, a golden plain of light, 

Circles her larger round. Fair morning ſtar! 

I hat leads cn dawning day to yonder world, 95 

The ſeat of man, hung in the heav'ns remote, 

Wheſe northern hemiſphere, deſcending, ſees 

The ſun ariſe, as thro' the zodiac roll'd; 

Full in the middle path oblique he winds 

Ber annual orb; and by her {ide the Moon, oo 

Companion of her flight, whoſe ſolemn beams, 

Nocturnal, to her darken'd globe ſupply 

A ſofter daylight, whoſe attractive pow'r 

gwells all her ſeas and oceans into tides, 

From the mid-deepso'erflowing to their ſhores. 105 
Beyond the ſphere of Mars, in diſtant ſkies, 

Revolves the mighty magnitude of Jove, 

With kingly ſtate, the rival of the ſun; 

About him round four planetary mocns, 

On earth with wonder all night long beheld, 119 

Moon above moon, his fair attendants, dance. 

hefe in th' horizon flow aſcending climb 

Ihe ſteep of heav'n, and, mingling in foft flow 

Their ſilver radiance, brighten as they riſe. 

Thoſe oppoſite roll downward from their noon. 115 

To where the ſhade of Jove, outſtretch'd in length 

A duſky cone immenſe, darkens the ſky 

Taro' many a region. To thefe bounds arriv'd, 

A gradual pale creeps dim o'er each ſad orb, 


Lading their Juſtre, till they ſiak involv'd 120 


— — 
= _ 


— e. 5 SALAS * _ 
— 
1 3 
———— — r * .. — 225 2 — = 
* a a 3 * - 3 a 


ke i re a nm 
—— — at, np , 
. w * 
* = 
A * 


By this obſerv'd the rapid progreſs finds 


6323 
— — 
- 0. 


56 MISCELLANIES, 


In total night, and diſappear eclips'd. 
By this the ſage who, ſtudious of the ſkies, 
Heedful explores theſe late-diſcover'd worlds, 


Of light itſelf; how ſwift the headlong ray 125 
Shoots from the ſun's height thro' unbounded ſpace, 
At once enlightning air, and earth, and heav'n. 
Laſt utmoſt Saturn walks his frontier round, 
The boundary of worlds, with his pale moons 
Faint-glimm'ringthro'thedarkneſsNighthasthrown, 
Deep-dy'danddead, o'er this chill globe forlorn; r3T 
An cndleſs deſert, where extreme of cold 
Eternal ſits, as in his native ſeat, 
On wintry hills of never-thawing ice! 
Such Saturn's earth; and yet ev'n here the ſight 135 
Amid theſe doleful ſcenes new matter finds 
Of wonder and dehght ! a mighty ring, 
On each fide riſing from th' horizon's verge, 
Self-pois'd in air, with its bright circle round 
Encompaſſeth his orb. As night comes on 140 
Saturn's broad ſhade, caſt on its eaſtern arch, 
Climbs ſlowly to its height, and at th' approach 
Of morn returning, with like ſtealthy pace 
Draws weſtward off, till thro' the lucid round 
In diſtant view th' illumin'd ſkies are ſeen. 145 
Beauteous appearance ! by th Almighty's hand 
Peculiar faſhion'd,-—Thine theſe noble works, 
Great univerſal Ruler! earth and heav'n 


'n, 
31 


35 


140 


145 


Canto IT. THE EXCURSION. 37 


Are thine, ſpontaneous offspring of thy will, 
geen with tranſcendent raviſhment fublime, 150 
That lifts the ſoul to thre! a holy joy, 
By reaſon prompted, and by reaſon ſwell'd 
Beyond all height for thou art infinite! 
Thy virtual energy the frame of things 
Pervading actuates; as at firſt thy hand 155 
Diffus'd throꝰ endleſs ſpace this limpid fey, 
Vaſt ocean without ſtorm, where theſe huge globes 
Sail undiſturb'd, a rounding voyage cach, 
Obſervant all of one unchanging law. 
Simplicity divine! by this ſole rule, 160 
The Maker's great eſtabliſhment, theſe worlds 
Revolve harmon:ous, world attracting world 
With mutual love, and to their central fun 
All gravitating; now with quicken d pace 
Pefcending t'ward the primal orb, and now 165 
Receding flow, excurſive from his bounds. 

This ſpring of motion, this hid pow'r infus'd. 
Thro' univerſal nature. firſt was known 
To thee; great Newton! Britain's juſteſt pride, 
The boaſt of human race, whoſe tow'ring thought, 
in her amazing progreſs uncontin'd, 171 
From truth to truth aſcending, gain'd the height 
Ct !ctence, whither mankind from afar 
Gaze up aſtoniſh'd.” Now beyond that height, 
By death from frail mortality ſet free, 175 
A pure intelligence he wings his way 
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38 


Thro' wondrous ſcenes, new-open'd in the world 
Inviſible, amid the gen'ral quire 

Of ſaints and angels, rapt with joy divine, 

Which fills, o'erflows, and raviſhes, the ſoul! 180 
His mind's clear viſion from all darkneſs purg'd, 
For God himſelf ſhines forth immediate there, 
Thro' thoſe eternal climes, the frame of things, 

In its ideal harmony, to him 

Stands all reveal'd. 
But how ſhall mortal wing 

Attempt this blue profundity of heav'n, 
Unfathomable, endleſs of extent ! 

Where unknown ſuns to unknown ſyſtems riſe, 
Whoſe numbers who ſhall tell? ſtupendous hoſt! 

In flaming millions thro' the vacant hung, 191 
Sun beyond ſun, and world to world unſeen, 
Meaſureleſs diſtance, unconceiv'd by thought! 
Awful their order; each the central fire 

Of his ſurrounding ſtars, whoſe whirling ſpeed, 195 
Solemn and ſilent, thro' the pathleſs void 

Nor change nor error knows. But their ways 

By Reaſon, bold advent'rer, unexplor'd, 

Inſtructed can declare! What ſearch ſhall find 
Their times and ſeaſons! their appointed laws, 200 
Peculiar ! their inhabitants of life, 

And of intelligence, from ſcale to ſcale 

Harmonious riſing and in fix'd degree, 


Numberleis orders, each reſembling each, 
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Yet all diverſe '—Tremendousdepth and height 205 
Of wiſdom and of paw'r, that this great whole 
Fram'd inexpreſſible, and ſtill preſerves, 

An infinite of wonders !-— Thou! ſupreme, 

Firſt independent Cauſe, whoſe preſence fills 
Nature's vaſt circle, and whoſe pleaſure moves, 210 
Father of human- kind! the Muſe's wing 

Buſtaining guide, while to the heights of heav'n 
Roaming th' interminable vaſt of ſpace, 

She riſes, tracing thy almighty hand 

In its dread operations, Where is now 215 
The ſeat of mankind, earth? where her great ſcenes 
Of wars and triumphs? empires fam'd of old, 
Aſſyrian, Roman! or of later name, 

Peruvian, Mexican, in that new world, 

Beyond the wide Atlantic, late diſclos'd ? 220 
Where is their place Let proud Ambition pauſe, 
And ſicken at the vanity that prompts 

His little deeds: with earth, thoſe nearer orbs, 
Surrounding planets, late ſo glorious ſeen, 

And each a world, are now for fight too ſmall, 225 
Are almoſt loſt to thought. The ſun himſelt, 

Ocean of flame, but twinkles from afar, 

A glimm'ring ſtar amid the train of night! 

While in theſe deep abyſſes of the ſky, 

Spaces incomprehenſible, new ſuns, | 230 
Crown'd with unborrow'd beams, illuſtrious ſhine ; 
Acturus here, and here the Pleiades, 
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Amid the northern hoſt; nor with leſs ſtate, 
At ſumleſs diſtance, huge Orion's orbs, 
Each in his ſphere refulgent, and the noon 233 
Of Syrius, burning thro' the ſouth of heav'n. 
Myriads beyond, with bleaded rays, inflarne 
The Milky Way, whoſe ſtream of vivid light, 
Pour'd from innumerable fountains round, 
Flows trembling, wave on wave, from ſun to ſun, 240 
And whitens the long path to heav'n's extreme; 
Diſtinguiſh'd tract! but as with upward flight 
Soaring I gain th' immenſurable ſteep, 0 
Contiguous ſtars, in bright profuſion ſown 
Thro' theſe wide fields, all broaden into ſuns, 24g 
Amazing, ſever'd each by gulfs of air, 
In circuit ample as the ſolar heav'ns. 
From this dread eminence, where endleſs day, 
Day without cloud abides, alone, and filt'd 
With holy horror, trembling I ſurvey 250 
Now downward thro the univerſal ſphere 
Already paſt ; now up to th' heights untry'd, 
And of th' enlarging proſpect find no bound! 
About me on each hand new wonders rife 
In long ſucceſſion ; here pure ſcenes of light 255 
Dazzling the view, here nameleſs; worlds afar, 
Yet undiſcover'd; there a dying fun 
Grown dim with age, whoſe orb of flame extinct, 
Incredible to tell! thick-vap'ry miſts 
From ev'ry ſhore oxhaling, mix obſcure 269 
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Innumerable clouds, diſpreading low, 
And deep'ning ſhade on ſhade, till the faint globe, 
Mournful of aſpect, calls in all his beams: 
Millions of lives, that live but in his light, 
With horror fee, from diſtant ſpheres around, 265 
The ſource of day expire, and all his worlds 
At once involv'd in everlaſting night! 
Such this dread revolution: heav'n itſelf, 
Suhject to change, ſo feels the waſte of years: 
So this cerulean round, the work divine 270 
Of God's own hand, ſhall fade, and empty night 
Reign ſolitary, where theſe ſtars now roll 
From welt to eaſt their periods; where the train 
Of comets wander their eccentric ways, 
With infinite excurſion, thro” th' immenſe 275 
Of ether, traverſing from ſky to tky 
Ten thouſand regions in their winding road, 
Whoſe length to trace imagination fails! 
Various their paths, without reſiſtence all 
'Thro' theſe free ſpaces borne; of various face, 280 
Enkindled this with beams of angry light, 
Sliot circling from its orb in ſanguine flowers; 
That thro". the ſhade of night, projecting huge, 
In horrid trail, a ſpire of duiky flame, 
Embody*d,miſts and vapours, whoſe ſir'd maſs 285 
Keen vibrates, ſtreaming a red length of air, 
While diſtant orbs with wonder and amaze 
Mark its proach, and night by night alarm'd 
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Its dreaded progreſs watch, as of a foe 

Whoſe march is ever fatal, in whoſe train 290 
Famine, and War, and deſolating Plague, 

Each on his pale horſe rides, the miniſters 

Of angry Heav'n, to ſcourge offending worlds! 

But, lo! where one from ſome far world return'd, 
Shines out with ſudden glare thra' yonder ſky, 295 
Region of darkneſs, where a ſun's loſt globe, 
Deep-overwhelm'd with night, extinguiſh'd hes, 
By ſome hid pow'r attracted from his path, 

Tearful commotion! into that duſk tract, 

The devious comet, ſteep deſcending falls 300 
With all his flames, rekindling into life 

Th' exhauſted orb; and ſwift a flood of light 

Breaks forth diffuſive thro' the gloom, and ſpreads 
In orient ſtreams to his fair train afar 

Of moving fires, from night's dominion won, 305 
And wond'ring at the morn's unhop'd return. 

In fill amazement loſt th* awaken'd mind 
Contemplates this great yiew, a ſun reſtor'd 
With all his worlds! while thus at large her flight 
Ranges theſe untrac'd ſcenes, progreſſive borne 310 

Far thro' ethereal ground, the boundleſs walk 

Of ſpirits, daily travellers from heav'n, 

Who paſs the myſtic gulf to journey here, 
Searching th' almighty Maker in his works 

From worlds to worlds, and in triumphant quire 315 


Of voice and harp extolling his high praiſe. 
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Immortal natures! cloth'd with brightneſs round 
Empyreal. from the ſource of light effus'd, 

More orient than the noon- dayꝰs ſtainleſs beam; 
Their will unerring, their affections pure, 320 
And glowing fervent warmth of love divine, | 
Whoſe object God alone; for all things elſe, 

Created beauty, and created good, 

Illuſive all, can charm the foul no more: 

Sublime their intellect, and without ſpot, 325 
Enlarg'd to draw truth's endleſs proſpect in, 
Ineffable, eternity and time; 

The train of beings, all by gradual ſcale 

Deſcending, ſamleſs orders and degrees; 329 
Th' unſounded depth, which mortals dare not try, 
Of God's perfections; how theſe heav'ns firſt ſ prung 
From unprolific night; how mov'd and rul'd 

In number, weight, and meaſure; what hid laws, 
Inexplicable; guide the moral world. 

Active as flame, with prompt obedience all 335 
The will of Heav'n fulfil : ſome his fierce wrath 
Bear thro* the nations, peſtilence and war; 

His copious goodneſs ſome, life, light, and bliſs, 

To thouſands : ſome the fate of empires rule, 
Commiſhon'd, ſhelt'ring with their guardian wings 
The pious manarch and the legal throne. 341 

Nor is the ſov'reign nor th' illuſtrious great 
Alone their care: to ev'ry leſs'ning rank 
Of worth propitious, theſe bleſs'd minds embrace 
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With univerſal love the juſt and good, 345 


Wherever found; unpriz'd, perhaps unknown, 
Deprels'd by fortune. and with hate purſu'd, 

Or inſult from the proud oppreflor's brow, 

Yet dear to Heav'n, and meriting the watch 


Of angels o'er his unambitious walk, 35% 


At morn or eve, when Nature's faireſt face, 
Calmly magnificent, inſpires the foul 

With virtuous raptures, prompting to forſake 
The ſin-· born vanities and low purſuits 


That buſy human-kind; to view their ways 355 


With pity: co repay for num'rous wrongs 
Meekneſs and charity: or, rais'd aloft, 
Fir'd with ethereal ardour, to ſurvey 
The circuit of creation, all theſe ſuns 


With all their worlds; and ſtill from height to height, 
By things created riſing, laſt aſcend 361 


To that Firſt Cauſe who made, who governs, all, 
Fountain of being, ſelf-exiſtent Pow'r, 
All-viſe, ali-good, who from eternal] age 
Endures and fi'ls th' immenſity of ſpace 

That infinite diſfuſion, where the mind 
Conceives no limits; undiſtinguiſh'd void, 
Invariable, where no landmarks are, 

No paths to guide imagination's ffight. 
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PRE FACE. 


Tae following Poem was originally intended for 
the ſtage, and planned out, ſeveral years ago, into 
a regular tragedy: but the Author found it neceſſary 
to change his firſt deſign, and to give his work the 
form it now appears in, for reaſons with which it 
might be impertinent to trouble the public, though 
to a man who thinks and feels in a certain manner 
thoſe reaſons were invincibly ſtrong. 

As the ſcene of the piece is laid in the moſt remote 
and unfrequented of all the Hebrides,or Weſtern iſles, 
that ſurround one part of Great Britain, it may not 
be improper to intorm the reader that he will find a 
particular account of it in a little treatiſe publiſhed 
near half a century ago under the title of A Voyage 
to St. Kilda. The Author, who had himſelf been 
upon the ſpot, deſcribes, at length, the ſituation, ex- 
tent, and produce, of that ſolitary iMand; ſketches out 
the natural hiſtory of the birds of ſeaſon that tranſ- 
migrate thither annually, and relates the ſingular 
cuitoms that ſti]! prevailed among the inhabitants; 
a race of people then the moſt uncorrupted in their 
manners, and theretore the leaſt unhappy in their 
lives, of any perhaps on the ſace of the whole earth; 
to whom might have been applied what an ancient 
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66 PREFACE, 


hiſtorian ſays of certain barbarous nations, when he 
compares them with their more civilizedneighbours, 
Plus waluit apud hos ignorantia vitiorum, quam apud 
Græcos omnia philoſobborum praceþla. 

They live together as in the greateſt ſimplicity of 
heart, ſo in the moſt inviolable harmony and union of 
ſentiments. They have neither ſilver nor gold, but 
barter among themſelves for the few neceſſaries they 
may reciprocally want. lo ſtrangers they are ex- 
tremely hoſpitable, and no leſs charitabic te their 
own poor, for whoſe relief each family in the land 
contributes its ſhare monthly, and at every ſeſtival 
ſends them beſides a portion of mutton or beef. Both 
ſexes have a genius to poetry, aud compoſe not only 
ſongs but pieces of a more elevated turn, in their own 
language, which is very emphatical. One of thoſe 
iſlanders having been prevailed with to viſit the 
greateſt trading town in North Britain, was infinitely 
aſtoniſhed at the length of the voyage, and at the 
mighty kingdoms, for ſuch he reckoned the large: 
Hes, by which they failed. Ile would not venture 
himſelf into the ſtreets of that city without being led 
by the hand. At ſight of the great church, he owned 
that it was indeed a loſty rock, but inſiſted thi, in 
his native country of St. Kilda, there were othersffil 


higher, however the caverns formed in it (fo he " 


med the pillars and arches on which it is raiſed) dre 


hollowed, he laid, more commodicuſly than any v 
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had ever ſeen there. At the ſhake occaſioned in the 
ſteeple, and the horrible din that ſounded in his ears 
upon tolling out the great bells, he appeared under 
the utmoſt conſternation, believing the frame of na- 
ture Was falling to pieces about him. He thought the 
perſons who wore matks, not diſtinguiſhing whether 
they were men or women, had been guilty of ſome 
ill thing, for which they did not dare to ſnew their 
faces. Ihe beauty and ſtatelineſs of the trees which he 
ſaw then for the firſt time, as in his own iſland there 
grows not a ſhrub, equally ſurpriſed and delighted 
him; but he obſerved, with a kind of terror, that as 
he paſſed among their branches they pulled him back 
again. He had been per ſuaded to drink a pretty large 
doſe of ſlrong waters, andupon finding himſeif drowſy 
aſter it, and ready to fall into a lumber, which he fan- 
cied was to be his laſt, he expreſied to his companions 
the great ſatisfaction he felt ia fo eaſy a paſſage out of 
this world; for, ſaid he, it is attended with no kind 
of pain. 

Among ſuch ſort of men it wasthat Aurelius ſought 
refuge from the violence and cruelty of his enemies. 

The time appears to have been towards the latter 
part of the reign of King Charles Il. when thoſe who 
governed Scotland under him, with no leſs cruelty 
chan impolicy, made the people of that country de- 
ſperate, and then plundered, impriſoncd, or butchered, 
tacm, for the natural effects of ſuch deſpair. The beſt 
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68 PREFACE, 


and worthieſt men were oft' the objects of their moſt 
unrelenting fury. Under the title of Fanatics, or ſe- 
ditious, they affected to herd, and of courſe perſecu- 
ted whoever wiſhed well to his country, or ventured 
to ſtand up in defence of the laws and a legal govern- 
ment. Ihave now in my hands the copy of a warrant 
ſigned by King Charles himſelf, for military execu- 
tion vpon them without proceſs or conviction; and l 
know that the original is ſtill kept in the Secretary's 
office for that part of the united kingdom. Thus much 


T thought it neceſſary to ſay, that the reader may not 


be miſled to look upon the relation given by Aure- 
lius in the ſecond Canto as drawn from the wanton- 
neſs of imagination, when it hardly ariſes to ſtrict 
aiſtor ical truth, 

What reception this Poem may meet with the Au- 
thor cannot foreſee; and in his humble but happy te- 
tirement he needs not be over anxious to know. He 
has endeavoured to make it one regular and conſiſtent 
whole; to be true to Nature in his thoughts, and to 
the genius of the language in his manner of expreſſ- 
ing them. If he has ſucceeded in theſe points, but 
above all in effectually touching the paſſions, which 
as it is the genuine province, ſo is it the great triumph 
of poetry, the candour of his more diſcerning readers 
will readily overlook miſtakes or failuresin things of 
leſs importance, 
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AMYNTOR AND THEODORA:z 


OR, 


THE HERMIT. 


IN THREE CANTOS, 


Addreſſed to the Earl of Cheſterfield, 


TO MRS. MALLET. 


T aov faithful partner of a heart thy ozon, 

Mbiſe pain or pleaſure ſprings from thine alone; 

Thou, true as 'bonour, as compa/jion kind, 

That in ſeoret union harmonize thy mind; 

Here, while thy eyes for ſad Amyntor's vor, 5 
And Theodora's nurech, with tears 0'erflono, 

O may thy friend's warm wiſh, to Heav'n preſerr'd 

for thee, for bim by gracious Heav'n be heard ! 

99 ber fair hour of fortune ſhall be thine 

Unnix'd, and all Amyntor's fondneſs mine: 10 
So thrs' long vernal life, with blended ray, 

Shall Laue ligùt up and Friendjhib cloſe our day; 

Till, fummon'd late this lower beav'n te leave, 

One jigh ſball end ut, and one earth receive. 14 


CANTO IL. 


Fr in the wat'ry waſte, where his broad wave 
From world to world the vaſt Atlantic rolls 
On from the piny ſhores of Labrador 
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70 MISCELLANIES. 


To:frozen Thule eaſt, her airy height 

Aloft to heav'n remoteſt Kilda lifts, < 
Laſt of the ſea-girt Hebrides, that guard, 

In filial train, Britannia's parent coaſt. 

Thrice happy land! tho' freezing on the verge 

Of Arctic ſkies, yet blameleſs {till of arts 

'That poliſh to deprave each ſofter clime, . 10 
With ſimple nature, ſimple virtue, bleſs'd! 

Beyond Ambition's walk, where never War 
Uprear'd his ſanguine ſtandard, nor unſheath'd, 

For wealth or pow'r, the deſolating ſword; 

Where Luxury, ſoft Syren, who around 15 
To thouſand nations deals her nectar'd cup 

Of pleaſing bane, that ſovths at once and kills, 

Is yet a name unknown: but calm content, 

That lives to reaſon, ancient faith, that binds 

The plain community of guileleſs hearts 20 
In love and union, innocence of ill 

Their guardian genius; theſe the pow'rs that rule 
This little world, to all its ſons ſecure, 

Man's happieſt life; the ſoul ſerene and ſound 

From paſſion's rage, the body from diſeaſe : 25 
Red on each cheek behold the roſe of health; 

Firm in each ſinew Vigour's plant ſpring, 

By temp'rance brac'd to peril and to pain, 

Amid the floods they ſtem, or on the ſteep 

Of upright rocks their ſtraining ſteps ſurmount, 30 
For food or paſtime: theſe light up their morn, 
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Beneath the north, within the circling ſwell 
Of ocean's raging ſound : but laſt and beſt, 
What Av'rice, what Ambition, ſhall not know, 35 
True Liberty is theirs, the heav'n-ſent gueſt, | 
Who in the cave, or on th' uncultur'd wild, 
With Independence dwells and peace of mind, 
In youth, in age, their ſun that never ſets, 

Daughter of Heav'n and Nature, deign thy aid, 
Spontaneous Muſe! O whether from the depth 41 


Of ev'ning foreſt, brown with broadeſt ſhade, 


Or from the brow ſublime of vernal Alp 
As morning dawns, or from the vale at noon, 
By ſome ſoft ſtream that ſlides with liquid foot 45 
Thro' bow'ry groves, where Inſpiration fits 
And liſtens to thy lore, auſpicious come ! 
O'er theſe wild waves, o'er this unharbour'd ſhore, 
Thy wing high-hov'ring ſpread, and to the gale, 
The Boreal ſpirit breathing lib'ral round 50 
From echoing hill to hill, the lyre attune 
With anſw'ring cadence free, as beſt beſeems 
The tragic theme my plaintive verſe unfolds. 

Here good Aurelius—and a ſcene more wild 
The world around, or deeper ſolitude, 55 
Aſlliction could not find Aurelius here, 
By tate unequal and the crime of war 
Expell'd his native home, the ſacred vale 
That ſaw him bleſs d, now wretched and unknown, 
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Wore out the flow remains of ſetting life Co 
In bitterneſs of thought, and with the furge, 
And with the ſounding ſtorm, his murmur'd moan 
Would often mix Oft' as remembrance ſad 
Th' unhappy paſt recall'd, a faithful wife, 
Whom love firſt choſe, hom reaſon long endear'd, 
His joul's companion and his foſter friend, 66 
With one fair daughter, in her roſy prime, 
Her dawn of op'ning charms, defenceleſs leſt 

Vithin a tyrant's graſp! his foe proteſs'd, 
By civit madneſs, by intemp'rate zeal 70 
For diff ring rites, imbitter'd into hate, 
And cruelty remorſcleſs!— Thus he liv'd, 
If this was life, to load the blaſt with ſighs, 
Hung o'er its edge, to ſwell the flood with tears, 
At midnight hour; for midnight frequent heard 75 
The lonely mourner, deſolate of heart, 
Pour all the hvſband, all the father, forth 
In unavailing anguiſh, ſtretch'd along 
The naked beach, or ſhiv'ring on the cliff, 

Smote with the wintry pole in þitter ſtorm, 89 
Hail, ſnow, and ſhow'r, dark-drifting round his head. 

Such were his hours, till time, the wretch's friend, 
Life's great phyſician, {kill'd alone to cloſe, 
Where ſorrow long has wak'd, the weeping eye, 
And from the brain, with baleful vapcurs black, 25 
Each ſullen ſpectre chaſe, his balm at length, 
Lenient of pain, thro' ev'ry fever'd puile 
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Canto JI. AMYNTOR AND THEODOR A, 73 
be With gentleſt hand infus'd. A penſive calm 

Aroſe, but unaſſur'd ; as after winds 
” Of ruffling wing the ſea ſubſiding flow 90 


Still trembles from the ſtorm. Now Reaſon firſt 
Her throne reſuming, bid Devotion raiſe 

4 To heav'n his eye, and thro' the turbid miſts, 

: By ſenſe dark-drawn between, adoring own 


All-juſt, all-wiſe, who bids what {till is beſt 
Ir cloud or ſunſhine, whoſe ſevereſt hand 
Wounds but to heal, and chaſtens to amend. 

Thus in his boſom, ev'ry weak exceſs, 
The rage of grief, the fellneſs of revenge, 100 
To healthful meaſure temper'd and reduc'd 
By Virtue's hand, and in her bright'ning beam 
Each error clear'd away, as fen-born fogs 
Before th' aſcending ſun ; thro' faith he lives 
Beyond Time's bounded continent, the walks 105 
Of Sin and Death : anticipating heav'n 
In pious hope, he ſeems already there, 
Saſe on her ſacred ſhore, and ſees beyond, 
In radiant view, the world of light and love, 
Where Peace delights to dwell, where one fair morn 
Still orient ſmiles, and one diffuſive ſpring, 111 
That fears no ſtorm, and ſhall no winter know, 
Th' immortal year empurples. If a ſigh 
et murmurs from his breaſt, 't is for the pangs 
! hoſe deareſt names, a wife, a child, muſt feel, 115 
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Sole arbiter of fate one Cauſe ſupreme, 95 
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Still ſuf” ring in his fate; 't is for a foe 
Who, deaf himſelf to mercy, may of Hcav't 
That mercy, when molt wanted, aſk in vain. 

The ſun, now ſtation'd with the lucid Twins, 
O'er ev'ry ſouthern clime had ponr'd profuſe 120 
The roſy year, and in each pleaſing hue 
That greens the leaf, or thro' the bloſſom glows 
With forid light, his faireſt month array'd ; 

While Zephyr, while the filver-footed Dews, 

Her ſoft attendants, wide o'er field and grove 125 

Freſh ſpirit breathe, and ſhed perfuming balm, 

Nor here, in this chill region, on the brow 

Of Winter's waſte dominion, is unfelt 

The ray ethereal, or unhail'd the riſe 

Of her mild reign. From warbling vale and hill, 3 

With wild thyme flow'ring, betony and balm, 

Blue lavender and carmel's“ ſpicy root, 

Song, fragrance, health, ambrofiate ev'ry breeze. 
But high above the ſeaſon full exerts 

tts vernant force in yonder peopled rocks, 135 

o whoſe wild folitude, from worlds unknown, 

The birds of paſſage tranfmigrating come, 

Unnumber' d colonies of foreign wing, 

At Nature's fummons their atrial ſtate 

Annual to found, and in bold voyage ſteer 140 


* 'The root of this plant, otherwiſe named argatilis ſyldaticut, 
is aromatic, and by the natives reckoned cordial to the ſto- 


mach. Sce Ma2;tin's Hern ies of Scotland, p. 180. 


Can 
O'e 
One 
By | 
The 
Wh: 
And 
Kact 
To 1 
hei 
Le 
And 
Aure 
Now 
With 
Vide 
From 
Magi 
IJ. evia 
Of ſea 
Finds 
Amaz 
The F 


Imme: 


Fenc'd 
With « 
Join Pe 
And li 
Yarth* 


4 


140 


icut, 
ſto- 
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O'er t his wide ocean, thæo' yon” pathleſs ſky, 
One certain flight to one appointed ſhore, 
By Heav'n's directive ſpirit here to raiſe 
Their temporary realm, and form ſecure, 
Where food awaits them copious from the wave, 145 
And ſhelter from the rock, their nuptial leagues; 
Tach tribe apart, and all on taſks of love, 
To hatch the pregnant egg, to rear and guard 
Their helpleſs infants, piouſly intent. 
Led by the day abroad, with lonely ſtep, 150 
And ruminating ſweet and bitter thought, 
Aurelius, ſrom the weſtern bay, his eye 
Now rais'd to this amuſive ſcene in air, 
With wonder mark'd; now caſt with level ray 
Vide o'er the moving wilderneſs of waves, 155 
From pole to pole thro' boundleſs ſpace diffus d, 
Magnificently dreadful! where at large 
I.cviathan, with each inferior name 
Of ſea-born kinds, ten thouſand thouſand tribes, 
Finds endleſs range far paſture and for ſport. 160 
Amaz'd he gazes, and, adoring, owns 
The Hand almighty, who its channell'd bed 
Immeaſurable ſunk, and pour'd abroad, 
Fenc'd with eternal mounds, the fluid ſphere, 
With ev'ry wind to waft large commerce on, 165 
Join pole to pole, confociate ſever'd worlds, 
And link in bonds of intercourſe and love 
Farth's univerſal family. Now roſe 
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Sweet ev'ning's ſolemn hour: the ſun declin'd 

Hung golden o'er this nether firmament, 170 

Whoſe broad cerulean mirror, calmly bright, 

Gave back his beamy viſage to the ſky 

With ſplendour undiminiſh'd, and-cach cloud, 

White, azure, purple, glowing round his throne 

In fair atrial landſcape. Here, alone, I75 

On carth's remoteſt verge Aurelius breath'd 

The healthful gale, and felt the ſmiling ſcene 

With awe-mix'd pleaſure mufing as he hung 

In filence o'er the billows huſh'd beneath; 

When, lo! a ſound, amid the wave-worn rocks, 189 

Deafſ-murm'ring roſe, and plaintive roll'd along 

From cliff to cavern, as the breath of winds, 

At twilight hour, remote and hollow heard 

Thro' wintry pines, high waving o'er the ſteep 

Of ſky-crown'd Apenine : the ſea-pie ceas'd 185 

At once to warble ſcreaming from his neſt 

Ihe fulmar ſoar'd, and ſhot a weſtward flight 

From ſhore to ſea: on came, before her hour, 

Invading Night, and hung the troubled ſky 

With fearful blackneſs round * : ſad Ocean's face 190 

A curling undulation ſhiv'ry fwept 

From wave to wave; and now impetuous roſe 

Thick cloud and ſtorm, and ruin on his wing, 

'The raging South, and headlong o'er the deep 

Fell horrible, with broad-deſcending blaſt, 195 
| * See Martin's Foyage to St. Kilda, p. 58. 
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Canto J. AMYNTOR Ax PD THEODORA, 77 


Aloſt, and ſafe beneath a ſhelt' ring cliff, 
o Whoſe moſs· grown ſummit on the diſtant flood 
Projected frowns, Aurelius ſtood appall'd, 
His ſtunn'd ear ſmote with all the thund' ring main, 
His eye with mountains ſurging to the ſtars, 2cO 
Commotion infinite, Where yor' laſt wave 
5 Blends with the ſky its foam, a ſhip in view 
Shoots ſudden forth, ſteep- ſalling from the clouds, 
Yet diſtant ſeen and dim, till onward borne 
Before the blaſt, each growing fail expands, 205 
Each maſt aſpires, and all th' advancing frame 
Bounds on his eye diſtinct : with ſharpen'd ken 
[ts courſe he watches, and in awful thought 
ThatPow'r invokes whoſe voice the wild winds hcar, 
V hoſe nod the ſurge reveres, to look from heav'n, 
And ſave, who elſe mult periſh, wretched men, 211 
In this dark hour, amid the dread abyſs, 
With fears amaz'd, by horrors compaſs'd round. 
But, O! ill-omen'd, death-devoted heads! 
For Death beſtrides the billow, nor your own 215 
Nor others offer'd yows can ſtay the flight 
Of inſtant Fate. And, lo! his ſecret ſeat, 
Where never ſun-beam glimmer'd, deep amidit 
A cavern's jaws voraginous and vaſt, 
The ſtormy Genius of the deep forſakes, 220 
And o'er the waves, that roar beneath his frown, 
Ailcending baleful, bids the tempeſt ſpread, 
urbid and terrible with hail and rain, 
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78 MISCELLANIES, 


its blackeſt pinion, pour its loud'ning blaſts 
In whirlwind forth, and from their loweſt depth 225 
Upturn the world of waters. Round and round 
The tortur'd ſhip, at his imperious call, 
Is wheel'd in dizzy whirl: her guiding helm 
Breaks ſhort; her maſts in craſhing ruin fall, 
And each rent fail flies looſe in diſtant air. 230 
Now, fearful moment! o'er the found'ring hull 
Half occan heav'd, in one broad billowy curve 
Steep from the clouds with horrid ſhade impends 
Ahl ſave them, Heav'n ! it burſts in deluge down 
With boundleſs undulation : ſhore and ſky 225 
Rebellow to the roar : at once ingult'd, 
Veſſcl and crew beneath its torrent ſweep 
Are ſunk, to rife no more. Aurelius wept; 
The tear unbidden dew'd his hoary check: 
He turn'd his ſtep; he fled the fatal fcene, 247 
And brooding in fad ſilence, o'er the fight 
Jo him alone diſclos'd, his wounded heart 
Pour'd out to Heav'n in fighs: Thy will be done, 
Not mine, ſupreme Diſpoſer of events! 
But death demands a tear, and man mult feel 247 
For human woes: the reſt ſubmiſſhon checks. 
Not diſtant far, where this receding bay * 
Looks northward on the pole, a rocky arch 
Expands its {eif-pois'd concave; as the gate 
Ample, and broad, and pillar'd maſſy- proof, 
* Sce Martin's Voyage tc St, Kilda, p. 20. 
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Canto I. AMYNTOR AND THEODORA, 79 


Of ſome unfolding temple : on its height 

Is heard the tread of daily-climbing flocks, 

That o'er the green roof ſpread their fragrant food 

Untended crop. As thro' this cavern'd path, 

Involv'd in penſive thought, Aurelius paſt, 255 

Struck with ſad echoes from the ſounding vault 

Remurmur'd ſhrill, he ſtopp'd, he rais'd his head, 

And ſaw th' aſſembled natives in a ring, 

With wonder and with pity bending o'er 

A ſhipwreck'd man. All motionleſs on earth 269 

He lay: the living luſtre from his eye, 

The vermil hue extinguiſh'd from his cheek, 

And in their place, on each chill feature ſpread, 

The ſhadowy cloud and ghaſtlineſs of death 

With pale ſuffuſion ſat. So looks the moon, 265 

So faintly wan, thro' hov'ring miſts at eve, 

Gray Autumn's train. Faſt from his hairs diſtill'd 

Ihe briny wave, and cloſe within his graſp 

Wasclench'd a broken oar, as one who long 

Had ſtemm'd the flood with agonizing breaſt, 279 

And ſtruggled ſtrong for life. Of youthful prime 

He ſeem'd, and built by Nature's nobleſt hand, 

Where bold proportion and where ſoft'ning grace 

Mix'd in each limb, and harmoniz d his frame. 
Aurelius from the breathleſs clay his eye 275 

To Heav'n, imploring, rais'd ; then, for he knew 

That life, within her central cell rctir'd, 

May lurk unſeen, diminiſh'd but not quench'd, 
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80 MISCELLANIES, 


He bid tranſport it ſpeedy thro” the vale 

To his poor cell, that lonely ſtood and low, 230 

Safe from the north, beneath a floping hill; 

An antique frame, orbicular, and rais'd 

On columns rude ; its roof with rev*rend moſs 

Light- ſuaded o'er; its front in ivy hid, 

That mantling crept aloft. With pious hand 285 

hey tarn'd, they chaf'd his frozen limbs, and ſum'd 

The vap'ry air with aromatic ſmells; 

Then drops of ſov*reign efficacy, drawn 

From mountain plants, within his lips infus'd. 

Slow from the mortal trance, as men from dreams 290 

Of direful viſion, ſhudd'ring he awakes, 

While life to ſcarce-felt motion faintly lifts 

His flutt'ring pulſe, and gradual o'er his cheek 

Ihe roſy current wins its refluent way. 

Recov'ring to new pain, his eyes he turn'"d, 295 

Severe on heav'n, on the ſurronnding hills 

With twilight dim, and on the crowd unknown, 

Diſſolv'd in tcars around, then clos'd again, 

As loathing light and life. At length in ſounds 

Broken and eager, from his heaving breaſt 300 

Diſtraction ſpoke—* Down, down with ev'ry ſail! 

Mercy, ſweet Heav'n!——Ha! now whole ocean 
ſweeps | 

© In tempeſt o'er our heads— My ſoul's laſt hope 

We will not part—Help! help! yon' wave, behold! 

© That ſwells betwixt, has borne her from my ſight. 
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Canto J. AMYNTOR AND THEODORA, vr 


O for a ſun to light this black abyfs! 306 
© Gone—loſt—for ever loſt! He ceas'd. Amaze 
And trembling on the pale aſſiſtants fell, 

Whom now with greeting and the words of peace 
Aurelius bid depart. A pauſe enſu'd, 310 
Mute, mournful, ſolemn. On the ſtranger's face 
Obſervant, anxious, hung his fix d regard: 
Watchful, his car each murmur, ev'ry breath, 
Attentive ſeiz d; now eager to begin 

Conſoling ſpeech; now doubtful to invade 315 


The ſacred filence due to grief ſupreme : 


Then thus at laſt; O from devouring ſeas 

“By miracle eſcap'd! if, with thy life, 

«© Thy ſenſe, return'd, can yet diſcern the Hand, 

* All-wonderful, that thro' yon' raging ſea, 320 
* Yon' whirling welt of tempeſt, led thee ſafe, 
*'That Hand divine with grateful awe confeſs, 
With proſtrate thanks adore. When thou, alas 

„ Waſt number'd with the dead, and clos'd within 
*'Th' unfathom'd gulf; when human hope was fled, 
And human help in vain---th' almighty Voice 326 
** Then bade DeſtruQtion ſpare, and bade the deep 

* Yield up its prey; that by his mercy ſav'd, 

** That mercy, thy fair life's remaining race, 

A monument of wonder as of love, 339 
May juſtify to all the ſons of men, 

Thy brethren, ever preſent in their need. 

** ouch praiſe delights him moſ. 


82 MISCELLANIES, 


* He hears me not. 
© Some ſecret anguiſk, ſome tranſcendent woe, 337 
« Sits heavy on his heart, and from his eyes, 
© Thro' the cios'd lids, now rolls in bitter ſtream ! 
Vet ſpeak thy ſoul, aſflicted as thou art! 
« For know, by mournfal privilege t is mine, 
«© Myſeif moſt wretched, and in ſorrow's ways 340 
e Severely train'd, to ſhare in ev'ry pang 
« The wretched feel, to ſooth the ſad of heart, 
* To number tear for tear and groan for groan 
« With ev'ry ſon and daughter of diſtreſs. 
Speak then, and give thy lab'ring boſom vent: 
My pity is, my friendſkip ſhall be, thine, 346 
* To calm thy pain, and guide thy virtue back, 
«© 'Thro' reaſon's paths, to happineſs and heav'n. 
The Hermit thus; and, after ſome ſad pauſe 
Of muſing wonder, thus the man unknown. 4359 
© What have hear'd ?---On this untravell'd ſhorc, 
Nature's laſt limit, hemm'd with occans round 
« Howling and harbourleſs, beyond all faith 
A comforter to find, whoſe language wears 
The garb of civil life; a friend whoſe breaſt 355 
< The gracious meltings of ſweet pity move! 
« Amazement all! my grief to ſilence charm'd 
4 Is loſt in wonder - But, thou good unknown! 
If woes for ever wedded to deſpair, 
That wiſh no cure, are thine, behold in me 4369 
« A meet companion; one whom earth and heav 1! 
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Cano J. AMYNTOR AND TRTO DORA. 83 


« Combine to curſe; whom never future morn 

* Shall light to joy, nor ev ning with repoſe 

* Deſcending ſhade—0O, fon of this wild world! 
From ſocial converſe tho' for ever barr d, 367 
© Tho' chilFd with endleſs winter from the pole, 

© Yet warm'd by goodneſs, form'd to tender ſenſe 
Of human woes beyond what milder climes, 


hy fairer ſuns attemper'd, courtly boaſt; 


O fay, did c'er thy breaſt, in youthful life, 379 
* Touch'd by a beam from beauty all divine, 


Vid e'er thy boſom her ſweet influence own, 


In pleafing tumult pour'd thro” ev'ry vein, 

* And panting at the heart, when firſt our eye 

* Receives impreſſion ? then, as paſſion grew, 375 
Did Heav'n conſenting to thy wiſh indulge 
That bliſs no wealth can bribe, no pow'r beſtow, 
hat blifs of angels, love by love repaid ? 

Heart ſtreaming full to heart in mutual flow 

Of faith and friendſhip, tenderneſs and truth — 

* If theſe thy fate diſtinguiſh'd, thou wilt then, 385 
My joys concciving, image my deſpair, 

* How total! how extreme ! for this, all this, 
Late my fair fortune, wreck'd on yonder flood, 

* Lies loſt and bury'd there—0O, awful Heav'n! 385 
** Who to the wind and to the wheiming wave 

* Her blameleſs head devoted, thou alone 

Canſt tell what I have loſt—©O, ill-ſtarr'd Maid? 
O, moſt undone Amyntor! —Sighs and tears, 
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34 MISCELLANIES. 


And heart-heav'd groans, at this his voice ſuppreſs d: 
The reſt was agony and dumb deſpair. 391 

Now o'er their heads damp Night her ſtormy gloom 
Spread, ere the glimm'ring twilight was expir'd, 
With huge and heavy horror cloſing round 
In doubling clouds on clouds. The mouruful ſcene, 
The moving tale, Aurelius deeply felt; 396 
And thus reply'd, as one in nature {kill'd, 
With ſoft- aſſenting ſorrow in his look, 
And words to ſooth not combat hopeleſs love. 

« Amyntor, by that Heav'n who ſees thy tears, 
*« By faith and friendſhip's ſympathy divine, 401 
„Could I the ſorrows heal | more than ſhare, 
* 'This boſom, truſt me, ſhould from thine transfer 
< [ts ſharpeſt grief. Such grief, alas! how juſt ! 
* How long in ſilent anguiſh to deſcend, 405 
* When reaſon and when fondneſs o'er the tomb 
Are fellow-mourners ! He who can reſign 
Has never loy'd; and wert thou to the ſenſe, 
„ The ſacred feeling of a loſs like thine, 
* Cold and inſenſible, thy breaſt were then 415 
No manſion for humanity, or thought 
* Of noble aim. Their dwelling is with love 
And tender pity, whoſe kind tear adorns 
© The clouded cheek, and ſanctiſies the foul 
* They ſoften, not ſubdue. We both will mix, 41* 
<< For her thy virtue lov'd, thy truth laments, 
* Our ſocial ſighs; and ſtill as Morn unveils 
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Canto IT, AMY NTOR AND THEODORA. 85 


« The bright' ning hill, or ev'ning's miſty ſhade 

« Its brow obſcures, her gracefulneſs of form, 

Her mind all lovely, each ennobling each, 420 
&« Shall be our frequent theme: then ſhalt thou hear 
© From me, in ſad return, a tale of woes 

go terrible—Amyntor, thy pain'd heart, 

« Amid its own, will ſhudder at the ills 

« That mine has bled with—But behold! the dark 
© And drowſy hour ſteals faſt upon our talk: 426 
„Here break we off; and thou, fad Mourner ! try 
„Thy weary limbs, thy wounded mind, to balm 

© With timely fleep: each gracious wing from heav'n, 
* Of thoſe that miniſter to erring man, 439 
* Near-hov'ring, huſh thy paſſions into calm, 

*« Serene thy flumbers with preſented ſcenes 

Of brighteſt viſion, whiſper to thy heart 

That holy peace which goodneſs ever ſhares, 

* And to us both be friendly as we need!” 435 


CANTO Il. 


Now midnight roſe, and o'er the gen' ral ſcene, 
Air, ocean, earth, drew broad her blackeſt veil, 
Vapour and cloud. Around th' unfleeping iſle 
Yet howl'd the whirlwind, yet the billow groan'd, 
And in mix'd horror to Amyntor's car 7 
Borne thro' the gloom, his ſhricking ſenſe appall'd. 
hook by each blaſt, and ſwept by ev'ry wave, 
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86 MISCELLANIES. 


Again pale Mem'ry labours in the ſtorm ; 
Again from her is torn whom more than life 


His fondneſs lov'd. And now another ſhow'r 10 Th 
Of ſorrow o'er the dear unhappy maid Sun 
Effuſi ve ſtream' d, till late. throꝰ ev'ry pow'r The 
The ſoul ſubdu'd ſunk ſad to flow repoſe, Me 
And all her dark'ning ſcenes, by dim degrees, The 
Were quench'd in total night: a pauſe from pain 15 And 
Not long to laſt « for Fancy, oft' awake « 
While Reaſon ſleeps, from her ijIuſive cell Slee; 
Call'd up wild ſhapes of viſionary fear, He s 
Of viſionary bliſs, the hour of reſt Yet 
To mock with mimic ſhews. And, lo! the deeps 20 Still 
In airy tumult fwell : beneath a hill Her 
Amyntor heaves off overwhelming ſeas, Grate 
Or rides, with dizzy dread, from cloud to cloud, Left 
The billow's back: anon the ſhadowy world Of mi 
Shifts to ſome boundleſs continent unknown, 25 His g. 
Where ſolitary, o'er the ſtarleſs void, To fre 
Dumb Silence broods. Thro' heaths of dreary length, Then 
Slow on he dlrags his ſtagg'ring ſtep infirm Like ſ. 
With breathleſs toil; hears torrent floods afar Then! 
Roar thro' the wild, and, plung'd in central caves, He hut 
Falls headlong many a fathom into night. 31 Scarce 
Yet there, at once, in all her living charms, Nor oy 
And br ght'ning with their glow the brown abyſs, Reſtrai 
Role T. eodora. Smiling, in her eye Fond e) 


Zat, without cloud, the ſoft-conſenting ſoul, 35 Tho' pe 


Canto II. AMYNTOR AND THEODORA, 87 


That, guilt unknowing, had no wiſh to hide; 
A ſpring of ſudden myrtles flow' ring round 
Their walk embow'r'd; while nightingales beneath 
Sung ſpouſals, as along th* enamell'd turf 
They ſeem'd to fly, and interchang'd their ſouls, 40 
Melting in mutual ſoſtneſs. Thrice his arms 
The fair encircled; thrice ſhe fled his graſp, 
And fading into darkneſs mix'd with air— 
O0, turn! O, ſtay thy flight!“ —ſo loud he cry'd, 
Sleep and its train of humid vapours fled. 45 
He groan'd, he gaz'd around; his inward ſenſe 
Yet glowing with the viſion's vivid beam, 
Still on his eye the hov' ring ſhadow blaz'd; 
Her voice ſtill murmur'd in his tinkling ear, 
Grateful deception ! till returning thought 53 
Left broad awake, amid th' incumbent lour 
Of mute and mournful night, again he felt 
His grief inflam'd throb freſh in ev'ry vein. 
To frenzy ſtung, upſtarting from his couch, 54 
The vale, the ſhore, with darkling ſtep he roam'd, 
Like ſome drear ſpectre from the grave unbound; 
Then ſcaling yonder cliff, prone o'er its brow 
He hung, in act to plunge amid the flood, 
Scarce from that height diſcern'd. Nor Reaſon's voice 
Nor ow'd ſubmiſſion to the will of Heav'n 60 
Reſtrains him; but as paſſion whirls his thought, 
Fond expeRation, that perchance eſcap'd, 
Tho' paſſing all belief, the frailer ſxiff, 
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88 MISCELLANIES, 


To which himſelf had borne th* unhappy fair, 

May yet be ſeen. Around o'er fea and ſhore 65 
He roll'd his ardent eye, but nought around 

On land or wave within his ken appears, 

Nor {kiff, nor floating corſe, on which to ſhed 

'The laſt ſad tear, and lay the cov'ring mold. 

And now, wide open'd by the wakeful Hours 70 
Heav'n's orient gate, forth on her progreſs comes 
Aurora ſmiling, and her purple lamp 
Lifts high o'er earth and ſea; while, all unveil'd, 
The vaſt horizon on Amyntor's eye 
Pours full its ſcenes of wonder, wildly great, 75 
Magnificently various. From this ſteep 
Diffus'd immenſe in rolling proſpect lay 
The northern deep: amidſt, from ſpace to ſpace, 
Her num'rous iſles, rich gems of Albion's crown, 
As ſlow th' aſcending mitts diſperſe in air, 80 
Shoot gradual from her boſom; and beyond, 

Like diſtant clouds blue-floating on the verge 

Of ev'ning ſkies, break forth the dawning hills. 

A thouſand landſcapes, barren ſome and bare, 
Rock piPd on rock, amazing, up to heav'n, 85 
Of horrid grandeur: ſome with ſounding aſh, 

Or oak broad-ſhadowing, or the ſpiry growth 


Of waving pine high-plum'd, and all beheld 


More lovely in the ſun's adorning beam, 

Who now, fair riſing o'er yon' eaſtern cliff, 90 

The vernal verdure tinctures gay with gold. 
Mean-while Aurelius, wak'd from ſweet repoſe, 
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Canto II. AMYNTOR AND THEODORA. By 


Repoſe that Temp'rance ſheds in timely dews 

On all who live to her, his mournful gueſt 

Came forth to hail, as hoſpitable rites 95 

And Virtue's rule enjoin ; but firſt to him, 

Spring of all charity, who gave the heart 

With kindly ſenſe to glow, his matin ſong, 

Superior duty, thus the ſage addreſs'd : 99 
Fountain of light! from whom yon' orient ſun 

« Firſt drew his ſplendour ; Source of life and love! 

© Whoſe ſmile now wakes o'er earth's rekindling face 

© The boundleſs bluſh of ſpring; O, Firſt and Beſt ! 

* Thy eſſence tho' from human fight and ſearch, 

© Tho' from the climb of all created thought 105 

© Incffably remoy'd, yet man himſelf, 

* Thy loweſt child of reaſon, man may tead 

* Unbounded pow'r, intelligence ſupreme, 

„Ahe Maker's hand, on all his works impreſs'd, 

© In characters ca val with the ſun, 110 

And with the ſun to laſt; from world to world, 

* From age to age, in ev'ry clime, diſclos'd, 

sole revelation thro' all time the ſame, 

* Hail, univerſal Goodneſs! with full ſtream 

For ever flowing from beneath the throne 115 

* Thro' earth, air, ſea, to all things that have life ; 

From all that live on earth, in air and ſea, 

he great community of Nature's ſons, 

Ao thee, firſt Father, ceaſeleſs praiſe aſcend! | 

And in the rev'rent hymn my grateful voice 129 

H uy 


-++. . 


a, ow = 
2 6364 


— 


n 


n 
— Ca 


—_— ww - 
- —— di Att — — —t — — —— 


G : RY 


a 222 
* TIE 


4 * 
* 
q — — 2, 2.024 at bw 1 


< ä — 8 
— _ 4 — — — 
<— 2 * 9 — 


= * 8 ood - — 
— . cz 


90 MISCELLANIES, | C; 


© Be duly heard, among thy works not leaſt, 7 

Nor loweſt, with intelligence inform'd, 

o know thee and adore; with free-willcrown'd, 

© Where Virtue leads to follow and be bleſs'd. 

O, whether by thy prime decree ordain'd 125 

*© To days of future life; or whether now 

©< The mortal hour is inſtant, ſtill vouchſafe, 

Parent and friend, to guide me blameleſs on 

©* Thro' this dark ſcene of error and of ill, 

* Thy truth to light me, and thy peace to cheer : 

All elſe, of me unaik'd, thy will ſupreme 131 

* Withhold or grant, and let that will be done.“ 
This from the ſoul in ſilence breath'd ſincere, 

Ihe hill's ſteep fide with firm elaſtic ſtep 

He lightly fcal'd ; ſuch health the frugal board, 135 

The morn's freſh breath that exerciſe reſpires 

In mountain walks, and conſcience free from blame, 

Our life's beſt cordial, can thro' age prolong. 

here, loſt in thought, and ſelf-abandon'd, lay 

Ihe man unknown, nor heard approach his hoſt, 

Nor rais'd kis drooping head. Aurelius, mov'd 141 

By ſoft compaſiion, which the ſavage ſcene, 

Shut up and barr'd amid ſurrounding ſeas 

From human commerce, quicken'd into ſenſe 

Of ſharper ſorrow, thus apart began. T45 
O ſight, that from the eye of Wealth or Pride, 

© Ev'n in their hour of vaineſt thought, might draw 

V tecling tear! whom yeſterday beheld 
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© By love and fortune crown'd, of all poſſeſs d 

© That fancy, tranc'd in faireſt viſion, dreams; 150 
* Now loſt to all, each hope that ſoftens life, [ſpread, 
Each bliſs that cheers; there on the damp earth 
« Beneath a heav'n unknown, behold him now! 
And let the gay, the fortunate, the great, 

* The proud, be taught what now the wretched feel, 
„The happy have to fear, O man forlorn! 156 
Too plaiu I read thy heart, by fondneſs drawn 

* To this fad ſcene, to lights that but inflame 

© Its tender anguiſh 2 

« Hear me, Heav'n,” exclaim'd 160 
The frantic mourner. Could that anguiſh riſe 

* To madneſs and to mortal agony, 

] yet would bleſs my fate; by one kind pang, 
From what I feel, the keener pangs of thought 

* For ever freed, To me the ſun is loſt ; 165 
Jo me the ſuture flight of days and years 

s darkneſs, is deſpair But who complains 
ftorgets that he can die. O, ſainted Maid! 

For ſuch in heav'n thou art, if from thy ſeat 

Ol holy reſt, beyond theſe changeful ſcies, 170 
lf names on earth moſt ſacred once and dear, 

A lover and a friend, if yet theſe names 

Can wake thy pity, dart one guiding ray 

* To light me wherc, in cave or creek, are thrown 
Iny lifeleſs limbs, that 0 grief ſupreme! 175 
O fate remorſeleſs! was thy lover ſav'd 
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92 MISCELLANIES, 


For ſuch a taſk ?—that I thoſe dear remains, 

With maiden rites adorn'd, at laſt may lodge 

© Beneath the hallow'd vault, and, weeping there 

© O'fer thy cold urn, await the hour to cloſe 180 

ATheſe eyes in peace, and mix this duſt with thine!” 
Such, and ſo dire,” reply'd the cordial friend 

In Pity's look and language,“ ſuch, alas! 

Were late my thoughts: whate'er the human heart 

Can moſt afflict, grief, agony, deſpair, 185 

„Have all been mine, and with alternate war 

This boſom ravag'd. Hearken then, good Youth! 

« My ſtory mark, and from another's fate, 

Pre- eminently wretched, learn thy own, 

Bad as it ſeems, to balance and to bear. 190 
In me a man behold whoſe morn ſerene, 

** Whoſe noon of better life, with honour ſpent, 

* In virtuous purpoſe or in honeſt act, 

Pre fair diſtinction on my public name 

From thoſe among mankind, the nobler few, 195 

* Whoſe praiſe is fame; but there, in that true ſource 

* Whence happineſs with pureſt ſtream deſcends, 


In home-found peace and love, ſupremely bleſs'd 


© Union of hearts, conſent of wedded wills, 

* By friendſhip knit, by mutual faith ſecur'd, 2co 
Our hopes and fears, our earth and heav'n,the ſame! 
At laſt, Amyntor, in my failing age 

Fall n from ſuch height, and with the felon herd, 
Robbers and cutlaws, number'd--thought that (till 
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Canto IT, AuvNTox AND THEODORA, 93 


te Stings deep the heart, and clothes the cheek with 
ſhame! . 205 

« Then doom'd to feel what Guilt alone ſhould fear, 
* The hand of public vengeance; arm'd by rage, 
Not juſtice ; rais'd to injure, not redreſs; 
« To rob, not guard; to ruin, not defend; 
« And all, O ſov'reign Reaſon! all deriv'd 210 
From pow'r that claims thy warrant to do wrong 
A right divine to violate unblam'd 
Each Jaw, each rule, that, by himſelf obſerv'd, 
* The God preſcribes whoſe ſanction kings pretend! 

© O Charles! © Monarch! in long exile train'd, 215 
© Whole hopeleſs years th opprefſor's hand to know 
How hateful and how hard; thyſclf reliev'd, 
*« Now hear, thy people, groaning under wrongs 
Of equal load, adjure thee by thoſe days 
Of want and woe, of danger and deſpair, 220 
As Heav'n has thine, to pity their diſtreſs 

vet from the plain good meaning of my heart 
*© Be far th' unhallow'd licenſe of abuſe; 
** Be far the bitterneſs of ſaintly zeal, 
That impious hid behind the patriot's name 225 
** Matks hate and malice to the legal throne, 
* In juſtice founded, circumſcrib'd by laws, 
The prince to guard—but guard the people too; 
Chief one prime good to guard inviolate, 
Soul of all worth, and ſum of human bliſs, 230 
Fair Freedom! birthright of all thinking kinds, 
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94  MISCELLANIES, 


e Reaſon's great chatter, from no king deriv'd, 

By none to be reclaim'd, man's right divine, 

„Which God who gave indelible pronounc'd. 234 
But if, diſclaiming this his heav'n-own'd right, 

This firſt, beſt, tenure by which monarchs rule; 

If, meant the bleſſing, he becomes the bane, 

„ 'The wolf, not ſhepherd, of his ſubject flock, 


To grind and tear, not ſhelter and protect, 239 


„MWide-waſting where he reigns—to ſuch a prince 
« Allegiance kept were treaſon to mankind, 
« And loyalty revolt from virtue's law: 
For ſay, Amyntor ! does juſt Heav'n enjoin 
That we ſhould homage hell? or bend the knee 
To earthquake or volcano when they rage, 245 
© Rendearth'sfirm frame, and in one boundleſs grave 
© Ingulf their thouſands? Vet, O grief to tell! 
Vet ſuch, of late, o'er this devoted land 
Was public rule. Our ſervile ſtripes and chains, 
Our ſighs and groans reſounding from the ſteep 
* Of wintry hill, or waite untravell'd heath, 251 
* Laſt refuge of our wretchedneſs, not guilt, 
Proclaim'd it loud to heav'n : the arm of Pow'r 
Extended fatal but to cruſh the head 
lt ought to ſcreen, or with a parent's love 255 
Reclaim from error; not with deadly hate, 
* The tyrant's law, exterminate who err. 

In this wide ruin were my fortunes ſunk ; 
« Myſelf, as one contagious to his kind, 
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Canto II. AMYNTOR AND Turo ORA. 95 


« Whom nature, whom the ſocial life, renounc'd, 260 
© Unſummon'd, unimpleaded, was to death, 

« To ſhameful death! adjudg'd; againſt my head 

« The price of blood proclaim'd, and at my heels 

© Let looſe the murd'rous cry of human hounds : 

« And this blind fury of commiſſion d rage, 265 
Of party-vengeance, to a fatal foe, 

© Known and abhorr'd for deeds of direſt name, 

©« Wasgtv'n in charge; a ſoe whom blood-ſtain'd zeal 
© For hat -O hear it not, all-righteous Heav'n ! 

« Leſt thy rous'd thunder burſt - ſorwhatwas deem' d 


0 Religion's cauſe, had ſavag'd to a brute 271 


More deadly fell than hunger ever ſtung 

* To prowl in wood or wild. His band he arm'd, 
Sons of perdition, miſereants with all guilt 

© Familiar, and in each dire art of death 275 
* Train'd ruthleſs up: as tigers on their prey 

On my deſenceleſs lands thoſe fiercer beaſts 

* Pevouring ſell; nor that ſequeſter'd ſhade, 

That ſweet receſs, where Love and Virtue long 

* In happy league had dweit, which War itſelf 280 
© Eeheld with rev'rence, could their fury ſcape; 
Deſpoil'd, defac'd, and wrapt in waiteful flames; 
For flame and rapine their conſuming march 

* "rom hill to vale by daily ruin mark'd. 

So, horne by winds along, in balefn] cloud, 28g 
Embody'd locuſts from the wing deſcend 

On herb, fruit, flow'r, and kill the rip'ning year, 
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96 MISCELLANIES. 


« While, waſte behind, deſtruction on their track 
« And ghaſtly famine wait. My wile and child 
He dragg'd, the ruffian dragg'd-—O Heav'n! do, 
« A man, ſurvive to tell it? At the hour 291 
« Sacred to reſt, amid the ſighs and tears 
& Of all who ſaw and curs'd his coward rage, 
* He forc'd, unpitying, from their midnight-bed, 
„By menace, or by torture, from their fears 295 
« My laſt retreat to learn, and ſtill detains 
&© Beneath his roof accurs'd, that beſt of wives, 
% Emilia! and our only pledge of love, 
„My blooming Theodora - Manhood there 
& And nature bleed Ahl let not buſy thought 300 
te Search thither, but avoid the fatal coaſt: 
*« Diſcov'ry there once more my peace of mind 
„Might wreck, once more to deſperation fink 
% My hopes in Heav'n.” He ſaid; but, O ſad Muſe! 
Can all thy moving energy of pow'r 305 
To ſhake the heart, to freeze th' arreſted blood, 
With words that weep and ſtrains that agonize; 
Can all this mournful magic of thy voice 308 
Tell what Amyntor feels? O Heav'n! art thou 
© What have I heard? Aurelius! art thou he? — 
© Confuſion ! horror that moſt wrong'd of men 
And, O moſt wretched too! alas! no more, 
No more a father—on that fatal flood 
„Thy Theodora”'—At theſe words he fel}; 


A deadly cold ran freezing thro” his veins, 315 
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Canto IT, AMYNTOR AND TRTO DORA. 97 


And life was on the wing her loath'd abode 
For ever to forſake. As on his way 
The traveller, from heav'n by lightning ſtruck, 
Is fix'd at once immovable, his eye 
Wich terror glaring wild, his ſtiff ning limbs 320 
In ſudden marble bound; ſo ſtood, fo look'd, 
The heart-ſmote parent at this tale of death, 
Half-utter'd, yet too plain. No ſigh to riſe, 
No tear had force to flow ; his ſenſes all, 
Throꝰ all their pow'rs, ſuſpended, and ſubdu'd 325 
To chill amazement. Silence for a ſpace— 
Such diſmal ſilence ſaddens earth and ſky 
Fre firſt the thunder breaks on either ſide 
Fill'd up this interval ſevere. At laſt, 
As from ſome viſion that to frenzy fires . 330 
The ſleeper's brain, Amyntor waking wild, 
A poniard, hid beneath his various robe, 
Drew furious forth“ Me, me,” he cry'd, on me 
Let all thy wrongs be viſited, and thus 
„My horrorsend''—then madly would haveplung'd 
The weapon's hoſtile point. His lifted arm 336 
Aurelius, tho' with deep diſmay, and dread, 
And anguiſh ſhook, yet his ſuperior ſoul 
Collecting, and reſuming all himſelf, 
Seiz'd ſudden; then peruſing with ſtrict eye 349 
And beating heart Amyntor's blooming form, 
Nor from his air or feature gath'ring aught 
To wake remembrance, thus at length beſpoke : 
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98 MISCELLANIES, 


O dire attempt! whoe'er thou art, yet ſtay 
« hy hand ſelf- violent, nor thus to guilt, 345 
« ]f guilt is thine, accumulating add 
A crime that nature ſhrinks from, and to which 
« Heav'n has indulg'd no mercy. Sov'reign Judge ! 
<< Shall man firſt violate the law divine, 
That plac'd him here dependent on thy nod, 350 
<< Refign'd, unmurm'ring, to await his hour 
Of fair diſmiſſion hence; ſhall man do this, 
+ Then dare thy preſence, ruſh into thy ſight, 
Red with the fin and recent from the ſtain 
Of unrepented blood? Call home thy ſenſe; 355 
Know what thou art, and own his hand moſt juſt 
„ Rewarding or aſſlicting But ſay on; 
My ſou], yet trembling at thy frantic deed, 
« Recalls thy words, recalls their dire import: 
*« They urge me on, they bid me aſk no more— 360 
© What would | aſk ! my Theodora's fate, 
« Ah me! is known too plain. Have I then ſinn'd, 
« Good Heav'n! beyond all grace But ſhalll blame 
His rage of grief. and in myſelf admit 
< Its wild exceſs? Heav'n gave her to my wiſh; 365 
«© That gift Heav'n has reſum'd; righteous in both: 
rer both his providence be ever bleſs' d!“ 

By ſhame repreſs'd, with riſing wonder fill'd, 
Amyntor, ſlow-recov'ring into thought, 
Submiſſi ve on his knee the good man's haud 370 
Graſp'd cloſe, and bore with ardour to his lips: 


And! 
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Canto II. AMYNTOR AND THPODORA. 99 


His eye, where fear, confuſion, rev'rence, ſpoke, 
Thro' ſwelling tears, what language cannot tell, 
Now roſe to meet, now ſhunn'd the Hermit's glance, 
Shot awful at him, till the various ſwell 375 
Of paſſion ebbing, thus he falt'ring ſpoke : [known ? 

What haſt thou done? why ſav'd a wretch un- 
* Whom knowing ev'n thy goodneſs mult abhor. 
*« Miſtaken man ' the honour of thy name, 
*'Thy love, truth, duty, all muſt be my foes. 380 
© am-—Aurclius! turn that look aſide, 
That brow of terror, while this wretch can ſay, 
„ Abhorrent ſay, he i. Forgive me, Heav'n! 
* Forgive me, Virtue! if I would renounce 
* Whom nature bids me rev'rence—by her bond 
* Rolando's ſon; by your more ſacred ties, 336 
As to his crimes an alien to his blood; 
* For crimes like his ii 
* Rolando's ſon ! Juſt Heav'n! 
Ha! here? and in my pow'r? a war of thoughts, 
* All terrible ariſing, ſhakes my frame 391 
With doubtful conflict. By one ſtroke to reach 
* The father's heart, tho' ſeas are ſpread between, 
Were great revenge !-- Away l revenge? on whom? 
* Alas! on my own ſoul; by rage betray'd 395 
* Ev'n to the crime my reaſon molt condemns 
* In him who ruin'd me.” Deep-mov'd he ſpoke, 
And his own poniard o' er the proſtrate youth 
Suſpended held; but as the welcome blow, 
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100 N MISCELLANIES, 


With arms diſplay d, Amyntor ſcem'd to court, 400 
Behold in ſudden confluence gath'ring round 

"Che natives ſtood, whom kindneſs hither drew 

Ihe man unknown with each relieving aid 

Of love and care, as ancient rites ordain, 

Lo ſuccour and to ferve. Before them came 405 
Montano, venerable ſage | whoſe head 

'The hand of Time with twenty winters' ſnow 

Had ſhow'r'd, and to whoſe intellectual eye 
Futurity, behind her cloudy veil, 

Stands in fair light diſclos'd. Him, after pauſe, 410 
Aurcheus drew apart, and in his care 

Amyntor plac'd, to lodge him and ſecure; 

Jo fave him from himſelf, as one with grief 
Tempeſtuous, and with rage, diſtemper d deep: 
This done, nor waiting for reply, alone 

He ſought the vale, and his calm cottage gain d. 416 


CANTO III. 


Wuzns Kilda's ſouthern hills their ſummit life 
With triple fork to heav'n, the mounted ſun 
Full, from the midmoſt, ſhot in dazzling ſtream 
His noon-tide ray : and now, in lowing train, 
Were ſeen ſlow-pacing weſtward o'er the vale 
The milky mothers, foot purſuing foot, 

And nodding as they move, their oozy meal, 
The bitter healthful herbage of the ſhore, 
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Canto ITT. AMYNTOR AND TRHTO DORA. Tor 


Around its rocks to graze *; for, ſtrange to tell 
The hour of ebb, tho' ever varying found, 10 
As yon' pale planet wheels from day to day 

Her courſe inconſtant, their ſure inſtinct feels, 
Intelligent of times, by Heav'n's own hand, 

To all irs creatures equal in its care, 

Unerring mov'd. Theſe ſigns obſerv'd, that guide 
To labour and repoſe a ſimple race, 16 
Theſe native ſigns to due repaſt at noon, 

Frugal and plain, had warn'd the tenip' rate iſle, 

All but Aurelius: he, unhappy man! 

By Nature's voice ſolicited in vain, 20 
Nor hour obſerv'd, nor due repaſt partook 

The child no more ! the mother's fate untold! 

Both in black proſpe& riſing to his eye 

"Twas anguiſh there; 't was here diſtracting doubt! 
Yet after long and painful conflict borne, 25 
Where nature, reaſon, oft' the doubtful ſcale 
Inclin'd alternate, ſummoning each aid 

That virtue lends, and o'er cach thought infirm 
Superior riſing, in the might of him 

Who ſtrength from weakneſs, as from darkneſs light, 


* The cows often feed on the alga marina, and they can 
diſtinguith exactlythe tide of ebb from the tide of flood. though, 
at the ſime time, they are not within view of the ſhore. When 
tle de has ebbed about two hours, then they ticer their 
courie directly to the neareſt ſhore, in their uſual order, ove 
after another. I had occaſion ta make this obſervation thirteen 
times in one week. Martin's Weftern 1/12; of Scotland, p. 150. 
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102 M19CELLANIES. 


4 | Omnipotent can draw, again reſign'd, 31 * 
x 1 | Again he ſacrific'd to Heav'n's high will TH 
1 j Each ſoothing weakneſs of a parent's breaſt, «Y 
ul The ſigh ſoft mem'ry prompts, the tender tear, * 
+ | Ihat ſtreaming o'er an object lov'd and loſt 35 « F 
we With mournful magic tortures and delights, 7 
"ui | Relieves us while its fweet oppreſſion loads, at 
5 | And by admitting blunts the ſting of woe. ein 
x [. As reaſon thus the mental ſtorm ſeren'd, N 
q And thro” the darkneſs ſhot her ſun-bright ray 40 « 86 
N 3 That ſtrengthens while it cheers, behold from far > 0 
Wh | Amyntor flow approaching ! on his front wn 
Wl O'er each ſunk feature forrow had diffus'd 60 
a i Attraction ſweetly ſad : his noble port, R. 
4 Majeſtic in diſtreſs, Aurelius mark'd, | 45 ww 
d And, unreſiſting, felt his boſom flow * 

With ſocial ſoftneſs. Straight before the door * 

Of his moſs-ſilver'd cell they fat them down * Of 
& In counterview; and thus the youth began: „Sec 
4 With patient ear, with calm attention, mark 50 “Fo. 
BY «© Amyntor's ſtory; then, as Juſtice ſees, 3 
1 On either hand her equal balance weigh, «Th 
fund © Abſolve him or condemn— But, oh! may 1 « An 
y k * A father's name, when truth forbids to praiſe, *'To 
. „ Unblam'd pronounce ? that name to ev'ry ſon 55 « Wit 
ih By Heav'n made ſacred, and by Nature's hand, Not 
Is |. © With honour, duty, love, her triple pale, ** But 


** Fenc'd ſtrongly round, to bar the rude approach * Wh 
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f each irrev'rent thought, —Theſe eyes, alas 

«© The curs'd effects of ſanguinary zeal 60 

oo near beheld, its madneſs how extreme, 

« How blind its fury, by the prompting prieſt, 

Each tyrant's ready inſtrument of ill, 

© Train'd on to holy miſchief : ſcene abhorr'd! 

« Fell Cruelty let looſe in Mercy's name; 65 

© {[ntolerance, while o'er the free-born mind 

«Her heavieſt chains were caſt, her iron ſcourge 

o Severett hung, yet daring to appeal 

hat Pow'r whoſe law is meekneſs, and for deeds 

* That outrage heav'n belying Heav'n's command. 
„ Flexile of will, misjudging, tho' fincere, 71 

Rolando caught the ſpread infection, plung'd 

* Implicit into guilt, and headlong urg'd 

His courſe unjuſt to violence and rage; 

* Unmanly rage! when nor the charm divine 75 

Of beauty, nor the matron's ſacred age, 

* Secure from wrongs could innocence ſecure, 

Found rev'rence or diitinction: yet, ſuſtain'd 

* By conſcious worth within, the matchleſs pair 

**'Their threat'ning fate, impriſonment, and ſcorn, 

And death denounc'd, unſhrinking, unſubdu'd 81 

*'To murmur or complaint, ſuperior bore, 

With patient hope, with fortitude reſign'd, 

Not built on pride, not courting vain applauſe; 

But calmly conſtant, without effort great, 85 

What reaſon dictates, and what Heav'n approves. 
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104 | MISCELLANIES; 


But how proceed, Aurelius? in what ſounds 
« Of gracious cadence, of aſſuaſive pow'r, 
% My further ſtory clothe ? O could I ſteal 
From Harmony her ſofteil-warbled ſtrain 90 
Of melting air, or Zephyr's vernal voice, 
© Or Philomela's ſong, when love diſſolves 
To liquid blandiſhment his ev'ning lay, 
All nature ſmiling round! then might I ſpeak ; 
„Then might Amyntor, unoffending, tell 95 
* How unperceiv'd and ſecret thro' his breaſt, 
As morning riſes o'er the midnight ſhade, 
What firſt was ow'd humanity to both, 
« Aſliſting picty and tender thought, 
« Grey ſwift and ſilent into love for one; Ico 
„My ſole offence if love can then offend 
When virtue lights and rev'rence guards its flame, 
O Theodora! who thy world of charms, 
© That ſoul of ſweetneſs, that ſoft glow of youth, 
„Warm on thy cheek, and beaming from thine eye, 
&*& Unmoy'd could fee ? that dignity of eaſe, 106 
© "That grace of air, by happy nature thine! 
“For all in thee was native; from within 
« Spontaneous flowing. as ſome equal ſtream 
From its unfailing ſource! and then, too, ſeen 119 
* In milder lights; by Sorrow's ſhading haud 
« 'Fouch'd into pow'r more exquiſitely ſoft, 
« By tears adorn'd, intender'd by diſtreſs 
O ſweetneſs without name! when Love looks on 
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« With Pity's melting eye, that to the ſoul 115 
«© Endears, ennobles, her whom Fate afflicts, 

Or Fortune leaves unhappy! paſſion then 

«« Refines to virtue; then a purer train 

Of heav'n-inſpir'd emotions, undebas'd 

By ſelſ- regard, or thought of due return, 129 
Ahe breaſt expanding, all its pow'rs exalt 

*« To emulate what reaſon beſt concei ves 

Ol love celeſtial, whoſe prevenient aid 

Forbids approaching ill, or gracious draws, 


When the lone heart with anguiſh inly bleeds, r25 


* From pain its ſting, its bitterneſs from woe! 

By this plain courtſhip of the honeſt heart 
Ao pity mov'd, at length my pleaded vows 
Ahe gentle maid with unreluctant car 129 
Would oft' admit; would oft' endearing crown 
Vith ſmiles of kind aſſent, with looks that ſpoke, 
n bluſhing ſoftneſs, her chaſte boſom: touch'd 
*'To mutual love. O Fortune's faireſt hour! 
* 0 ſeen, but not enjoy'd; juſt hail'd and loſt 
© Its flatt'ring brightneſs! Theodora's form, 133 
Event unfear'd ! had caught Rolando's eye; 
And love, if wild Deſire, of Fancy born, 
Ey furious paſſions nurs'd, that ſacred name 
* Profanes not; love his ſtubborn breaſt diſſolv d 
Lo tranſient goodneſs, But mythoughtſhrinksback, 
* Reluctant to proceed; and filial awe, I4L 
© With pious hand, would o'cr a parent's crime 
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e The veil of ſilence and oblivious night 

« Permitted throw. His impious ſuit repell'd, 

* Aw'd from her eye, and ſrom her lip ſevere 145 
0 Daſh'dwith indignant ſcorn each harbour d thought 
* Of ſoft emotion or of ſocial ſenſe, 

Love, pity, kindneſs, alien to a ſoul 

Fhat bigot rage imboſoms, fled at once, 

And all the ſavage reaſſum'd his breaſt. I50 
« ©Tisjuſt,* he cry'd; who thus invites diſdain, 
© Deſerves repulſe; he who, by ſlave · like arts, 

© Would meanly ſteal what force may nobler take, 
And, greatly daring, dignify the deed. 154 
* When next we meet, our mutual bluſh to ſpare, 

© 'Thine from diſſembling, from baſe flatt'ry mine, 
* Shall be my care.“ This threat, by brutal ſcorn 

© Keen'd and imbitter'd, terrible to both, 

* To one prov'd fatal. Silent-waſting grief, 

© The mortal worm that on Emilia's frame 160 
Had prey'dunſcen, now deep thro' all her pow'rs 
© [ts poiſon ſpread, and kill'd their vital growth. 

e Sick'ning, ſhe ſunk beneath this double weight 

© Gf ſhame and horror. Dare I yet proceed! 

© Aurelius! O moſt injur'd of mankind: 165 
Shall yet my tale, exaſperating, add 

To woe new anguiſh ? and to grief deſpair 
She is no more 1 

O Providence ſevere!” 


Aurelius ſmote his breaſt, and groaning cry d; 179 


145 


179 


Cato III. AMYNTOR AND THEODORA, 


But curb'd a ſecond groan, repell'd the voice 

Of froward grief, and to the Will ſupreme, 

In juſtice awful, lowly bending his, 

Nor ſigh, nor murmur, nor repining plaint, 

By all the war of nature tho' aſſail'd, 175 
Eſcap'd his lips. What ! ſhall we from Heav'n's 


« With life receiving happineſs, our ſhare [grace 
« Of ill refuſe? and are afflictions aught 

© But mercies in diſguiſe? th' alternate cup, 
Medicinal tho' bitter, and prepar'd 180 


By Love's own hand for ſalutary ends. 


© But were they ills indeed, can fond Complaint 
« Arreſt the wing of Time ? Can Grief command 
* This noon- day ſun to roll his flaming orb 
Back to yon' eaſtern coaſt, and bring again 185 
The hours of yeſterday ? or from the womb 
* Of that unſounded deep the bury'd corſe 
Jo light and life reſtore ? Bleſs'd Pair! farewell! 
vet, yet a few ſhort days of erring grief, 
Of human fondneſs ſighing in the breaſt, 190 
And ſorrow is no more. Now, gentle Vouth! 
And let me call thee Son, (for, O! that name 
* Thy faith, thy friendſhip, thy true portion borne 
** Of pains for me roo ſadly have deſerv'd) 
On with thy tale: it is mine when Heav'n afflits 
** To hearken and adore.” The patient man 196 
Thus ſpoke; Amyntor thus his ſtory clos'd : 

* As dumb with anguiſh round the bed of death 
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108 MISCELLANIES. 


« Weeping we knelt, to mine ſhe faintly rais'd 
Her cloſing eyes, then fixing, in cold gaze, 200 
On Theodora's face—* O fave my child! 


che ſaid; and, ſhrinking from her pillow, ſlept 


Without a groan, a pang. In hallow'd earth 
I ſaw her ſhrouded; bade eternal peace 
Her ſhade receive, and with the trueſt tears 205 
Affection ever wept her duſt bedew'd. 

* What then remain'd for honour or for love? 
© What, but that ſcene of violence to fly, 
© With guilt proſan'd, and terrible with death, 
„ Rolando's fatal roof. Late at the hour, 210 
«© When ſhade and ſilence o'er this nether orb 
© With drowſieſt influence reign, the waining moon 
*« Aſcending mournful in the midnight ſphere, 
On that drear ſpot within whoſe cavern'd womb 
Emilia ſleeps, and by the turf that veils 215 
© Her honour'd clay, alone and kneeling there 
found my Theodora! thrill'd with awe, 
With ſacred terror, which the time, the place, 
Pour'd on us, ſadly-ſolenin, I too bent 219 
My trembling knee, and lock'd in her's my hand 
Acroſs her parent's grave. By this dread ſcene! 
By night's pale regent ! by yon' glorious train 
Of ever-moving fires that round her burn! 
By Death's dark empire! by the ſhected duſt 
That once was man, now mould'ring here below 
But chief by her's, at vhoſe nocturnal tomb 236 
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Canto III. AMYNTOR'AND THEODORA, 109 


« Rev'rent we kneel! and by her nobler part, 

„% 'Th' unbody'd ſpirit hov' ring near, perhaps 

« As witneſs to our vows! nor time, nor chance, 
Nor aught but Death's inevitable hand, 230 
<« Shall e' er divide our loves. I led her thence, 
To where, ſafe ſtation'd in a ſecret bay, 

© Rough of deſcent, and brown with pendant pines 
«« That mutmur'd to the gale, our bark was moor'd. 
We ſail d —hBut, O my father! can I ſpeak 235 
© What yet remains? yon' occan, black with ſtorm ! 


_ 4 Its uſeleſs fails rent from the groaning pine! 


«« The ſpeechleſs crew aghaſt ! and that loſt fair! 
„Still, ſtill I ſee her! feel her heart pant thick 

* And hear her voice, in ardent vows to Heav'n 240 
For me alone preferr'd; as on my arm 

« Expiring, ſinking, with her fears ſhe hung 

© I kiſs'd her pale cold check! with tears adjur'd, 
And won at laſt with ſums of proffer'd gold, 
The boldeſt mariners this precious charge 245 
Inſtaut to ſave, and in the ſkiff ſecur'd, 

Their oars acroſs the foamy flood to ply 

With unremitting arm. I then prepar'd 

Jo follow her That moment from the deck 

A ſca ſwell'd o'er, and plung'd me in the gulf; 
Nor me alone; its broad and billowing ſweep 251 
** Muſt have involv'd her too. Myſterious Heav'n ! 
My fatal love on her devoted head ; 
Dre down — it muſt be ſo! che judgment due 


K 


8 nn 
—c _ — 


1 


- - * 8 7s 


— — 


— ———ů —ů— 
—— — —— £od. fu. 


f 
| 
j 


110 MISCELLANIES, 


© To me and mine; or was Amyntor ſav'd  - 25; 
For its whole quiver of remaining wrath ? 

For ſtorms more fierce? for pains of ſharper ſting ? 
And years of death to come ?”'--Norfurther voice 
Nor flowing tear his high-wrought grief ſupply'd; 
With arms outſpread, with eyes in hopeleſs gaze 
To heav'n uplifted, motionleſs and mute 267 
He ſtood; the mourntul ſemblance of Defpair. 

The lamp of day, tho' from mid-noon declin'd, 
Still flaming with full ardour, ſhot on earth 
Oppreſſive brightneſs round, till in ſoſt ſteam, 263 
From Ocean's boſom his light vapours drawn, 

With grateſul intervention-o'er the ſky 

Their veil diffuſive ipread, the ſcene abroad 

Soft- ſhadowing vale and plain and dazzling hill, 
Aurelius with his gueſt the weſtern cliff 39270 
Aſcending ſlow, beneath its marble roof, 

From whence in double ſtream a lucid ſouree 
Roll'd ſounding forth, and where with dewy wing 
Freſh breezes play'd, ſought refuge and repoſe, 

Till cooler hours ariſe. 'The ſubject iſſe 275 
Her village capital, where Health and Peace 

Are tutelary gods, her ſmall domain 

Of arable and paſture, vein'd with ſtreams 

That branching bear refreſhtul moiſture on 

To field and mead; her ſtraw-rooPd temple rood, 
Where Piety, not Pride, adoring kneels, 281 
Lay full in view: from ſcene to ſcene around 

Aurelius gaz'd, and, fighing, thus began: 
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(Not we alone; alas! in ev'ry clime 
« 'The human race arc ſons of ſorrow born; 285 
« Heirs:of tranſmitted labour and diſeaſc, 
** Of pain and grief, from ſire to ſon derivd, 
% All have their mournful portion; all muſt bear 
«© Th' impos'd condition of their mortal ſtate, 
&« Viciflitude of ſuff ring. Caſt thine eye 299 
„ Where yonder vale, Amyntor, Hoping fprcads 
Full to the noon-tide beam its primroſe lap, 
from hence due eaſt. Amyntor look'd, and faw, 
Not without wonder at a fight fo ſlrange, 
Where thrice three females, earneſt each and arm'd 
With rural inſtruments, the ſoil prepar'd 296 
For future harveſt. Theſe the trenchant ſpade, 
To turn the mould and break th' adheſive clods, 
Employ'd aſſidaons; thofe, with equal pace, 
And arm alternate, ſtrew'd its freſh lap white g 
With fruitful Ceres; while, in train behiad, 
Three more th' incumbent harrow heavy on 
O'er-labour'd drew, and clas'd the toilſome taſk. 

** Behold!” Aurelius thus his fpeech renew'd, 
** From that ſoſt ſex, too delicately fram'd 305 
For toils like theſe, the tail of rougher man, 
What yet neceſſity domands ſovere. 
AI welve ſuns have purpled theſe encircling hill; 
Wich orient beams, as many nights along 
Their dewy ſummits drawn th' alternate veil 310 
Of darkneſs, ſince, in unpropitious hour, 
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112 MISCELLANIES. 


© The huſbands of thoſe widow'd mates, who now 
© For both muſt labour, lanch'd, in queſt of food, 
Their iſland-{kiff advent*rous on the deep: 

„ Them, while the ſweeping net ſecure they plung'd 
The finny race to ſnare, whoſe foodſul ſhoals 310 
* Each creek and bay innumerable crowd, 

© As annual on from ſhore to ſhore they move. 

In wat'ry caravan; them, thus intent, 

Park from the ſouth a guſt of furious wing, 320 
*« Upſpringing, drove to ſea, and left in tears 
This little world of brothers and of friends! 

But when, at ev'ning hour, disjointed planks, 

*« Borne on the ſurging tide, and broken dars, 

* To ſight, with fatal certainty, reveal'd 325 
The wreck before ſurmis'd, one gen'ral groan 
To heav'n aſcending, ſpoke the gen'ral breaſt 

* Withſharpeſtanguiſh pierc'd. Their ceaſcleſsplaint, 
*« Thro' theſe hoarſe rocks on this reſounding ſhore, 
At morn was heard; at midnight, too, were ſeen, 
© Diſconſolate on each chill mountain's height 331 
*© The mourners ſpread, exploring land and fea 
With eager gaze—till from yon' lefler iſle, 

* Yon' round of moſs-clad hills, Borera nam'd—— 
Full north, bchold ! above the ſoaring lark 335 
Its dizzy cliffs aſpire, hung round and white 
With curling miſts—at laſt from yon' hoar hills, 
© Inflaming the brown air with ſudden blaze 

And ruddy undulation, thrice three fires, 
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IL. ike meteors waving in a moonleſs ſky, 340 

Our eyes, yet unbelieving, ſaw diſtinct, | 

*© Succeſſive kindletl, and from night to night 

*© Renew'd continuous. Joy, with wild exceſs, 

* Took her gay turn to reigu; and Nature now 

From rapture wept; yet ever and anon 345 

*« By ſad conjecture damp'd; and anxious thought 

How from you' rocky ꝓriſon to releſe 

** Whom the deep ſea immures (their only boat 

Peſtroy'd) and whom th! inevitable ſiege 

„Of hunger muſt aſſault: but hope ſuſtains 350 

* The human heart; and now their faithful wives, 

With loye-taught ſcill and vigour not their own, 

* On yonder field th' autunuml year prepare 
Amyntor, who the tale diftreſsful heard 

With ſympathizing ſorrow, on himſelf, 355 

On his ſeverer fate, now pond'ring deep, 

Rapt by ſad thought the hill unheeding left, 

And reach'd, with ſwerving ſtep, the diſtant ſtrand, 

Above, around, in cloudy circles wheel'd, 


Or failing level on the polar gale 360 


That cool with ev'ning role; a thouſand wings, 
The ſummer nations of theſe pregnant cliffs, 
Play'd ſportive round, and to the ſun outſpread 
Their various plumage, or in wild notes hail'd 

* The Author who relates this try adds, that the produce 
of grain that ſeaſon was the moſt plentiful they had ſeen for 


many years beſore. Vide Aurtin's D2ſcription of the tern 
Hes of Scotland, p. 236, W 
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114 MISCELLANIES. 


His parent-beam that animates and cheers 36g 
All living kinds: he, glorious from amidſt 

A pomp of golden clouds, th' Atlantic flood 

Beheld oblique, and o'cr its azure breaſt 

Wav'd one unbounded bluſh; a ſcene to ſtrike 

Both ear and eye with wonder and delight! 370 
But, loſt to outward ſenſe, Amyntor paſs'd 
Regardleſs on, thro* other walks convey'd 

Of baleſul proſpeR, which pale Fancy rais'd 
Inceſſant to herſelf, and ſabled o'er 

With darkeſt night, meet region for deſpair! 375 
Till northward, where the rock its ſea-waſh'd baſe 
Projects athwart and ſhuts the bounded ſcene, 
Rounding its point, he rais'd his eyes and ſaw, 

At diſtance ſaw, deſcending on the ſhore, 

Forth from their anchor'd boat, of men unknown 
A double band, who by their geſtures ſtrange 381 
There fix'd with wond'ring ; for at once they knelt 
With hands upheld; at once to heav'n, as ſeem'd, 
One gen'ral hymn pour'd forth of vocal praiſe; 
Then ſlowly riſing, forward mov'd their ſteps: 385 
Slow as they mov'd, behold! amid the train, 

On either ſide ſupported, onward came 

Pale, and of piteous look, a penfive maid, 

As one by waſting ſickneſs fore aſſail'd, 

Or plung'd in grief profound Oh! all ye Pow'rs!” 
Amyntor, ſtartling, ery'd, and ſhot his foul 391 
In rapid glance before him on her face: 
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„ Illuſion! no— it cannot be. My blood 

© Runs chill; my feet are rooted here — and, ſee! 

* To mock my hopes, it wears her gracious ſorm. 
© The ſpirits who this ocean waſte and wild 396 
Still hover round, or walk theſe iſles unfeen, 

*« Preſenting oft” in piQur'd viſion ſtrange 

The dead or abſent, have yon” ſhape adorn'd, | 

* So like my love, of unſubſtantial air, 400 
* Embody'd, featur'd; it with all her charms-— 

* And, lo! behold! its eyes are fix'd on mine 

* With gaze tranſported-— Hal! ſhe faints, ſhe falls!” 
He ran, he flew; his claſping arms receiv'd 

Her ſinking weight O earth, and air, and fea! 49 5 
“ Tis ſhe! 't is Theodora! Pow'r divine, 

* Whoſe goodneſs knows no bound, thy hand is =—_ 
** Omnipotent in mercy!” As he ſpoke, | | 
Adown his cheek, thro' ſhiv'ring joy and donde; 

The tear ſaſt-falling ſtream d. My love! my life! 
** Soul of my wiſhes! ſav'd beyond all faith! 411 
Return to liſe and me. O fly, my friends, 

* Fly, and from yon' tranſlucent fountain bring 
The living ſtream. Thou dearer to my ſoul 

* Than all the ſumleſs wealth this ſea entombs, 41 5 
„My Theodora] yet awake: t is l, . 
Tis poor Amyntor calls thee!” At that name, 
That potent name, her ſpirit from the verge 
Of death recall'd, the, trembling, rais'd her eyes; 
Trembling, his neck with eager graſp entwin'd, 429 
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And murmur'd out his name, then funk again; 
Then ſwoon'd upon his boſom throꝰ exceſs 
Of bliſs unhop'd, too mighty for her frame. 
The roſobud thus, that to the beam ſerene 
Of morning glad unfolds her tender charms, 425 
Shrinks and expires beneath the noon- day blaze. 
Moments of dread ſuſpenſe but ſoon to ceaſe 

For now, while on her ſace theſe men unknown 
The ſtream, with cool aſperſion, buſy caſt, 

His eyes beheld, with wonder and amaze, 430 
Beheld in them his friends! th' advent'rous few, 
Who bore her to the ſkiff | whoſe daring ſkill | 
Had ſav'& her from the deep] As o'er her cheek 
Rekindling life, like morn, its light diffus'd 

In dawning purple, from their lips he learn'd 435 
How to yon” ifle, yon' round of moſs-clad hills, 
Borera nam' d, before the tempeſt borne, 

Thele iſlanders, thrice three, then-priſon'd there, 
(So Heav'n'ordain'd) with utmoſt peril run, 

With toil invincible, from ſhelve and rock 440 
Their boat preſerv' d, and to this happy coaſt 

Its prow directed ſaſe He heard no more; 

The reſt already known, his ev'ry ſenſe, 

His full- collected ſoul, on her alone 

Was fix d, was hung enraptur'd, while theſe ſounds, 
This voice, as of an angel, piere'd his ear. 446 

„ Amyntor! O my life's recover d hope ! 
« My ſoul's deſpair and rapture !—can this be? 
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Canto III. AMYNTOR AND THEODORA, 117 


Am Jon earth? and do theſe arms indeed 

Thy real form infold ? Thou dreadful deep! 450 
{© Ye ſhores unknown! ye wild-impending hills! 

« Dare yet truſt my ſenſe ?—O yes, t is he! 

© Tis be himſelf My eyes, my bounding heart, 

% Confeſs their living lord! What ſhall I ſay ? 

* How vent the boundleſs tranſport that expands 
„My lab'ring thought? th' unutterable bliſs, 456 
Joy, wonder, gratitude, that pain to death 

© The breaſt they charm !-—Amyntor, O ſupport 


This ſwimming brain; I would not now be torn 


Again from life and thee, nor cauſe thy heart 460 
A ſecond pang.” At this dilated high 

The ſwell of joy, moſt fatal where its force 

Is felt moſt exquiſite, a timely vent 

Now found, and broke in tender dews away 

Of heart-relieving tears. As o'er its charge, 465 
With ſhelt'ring wing, ſolicitouſly good, 

The guardian genius hovers, ſo the youth, 

On her lov'd face aſſiduous and alarm'd, 

In filent fondneſs dwelt, while all his ſoul - 


With trembling tenderneſs of hope and fear 470 


Pleaſingly pain'd, was all employ'd for her; 
The rous'd emotions warring in her breaſt, 
Attemp'ring, to compoſe, and gradual fit 
For further joy her ſoſt impreſſive frame. 

O happy! tho? as yet thou know ſt not half 475 
Ahe bliſs that waits thee! but, thou gentle mind, 
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© Whoſe ſigh is pity, and wlioſe ſmile is love, 
For all who joy or ſorrow, arm thy breaſt 
VWith that beſt temp'rance, which from fond excefs, 
When rapture lifts to dang'rous height its pow rs, 
Reflective guards. Know then and let calm 
thought | 48 
* On wonder wait——fafe md in this iſle, 
Thy godlike father lives! and, lo but curb, 
Repreſs the tranſport that o erheaves thy heart; 
is he--logk yonder he, whoſe rev rend ſteps 485 
„Ahe monntain's ſide deſcend ! Abrupt from his 
Her hand ſhe drew, and, as on wingꝭ upborne,. 
Shot o'er the ſpate between. He ſaw, he knew, 
Aſtoniſh'd knew, before him, on her knee, 
His Theodora! To his arms he rais'd' 490 
The loſt lov's fair, and in his boſom.preſs'd. 
My fathgr!''-—** 0 myſchild Dat once they cry d 
Nor more: the reſt ecſtatic ſilence ſpoke, 
And Nature from her inmoſt ſuat af ſeuſe 
Beyond all utt'rance mov d. On this bleſs d ſcene, 
Where emulous in either boſom ſtrove 496 
Adoring gratitude, earth, ocean, air, | 
Around with ſoft'ning aſpect ſeem'd to ſmile, 
And Heay'n, approving; look/d-delighted down. 
Nor theirs alone this hliſaſul hour; the joy, £09 
With inſtant flow, from ſhore to ſhore along 
Diffuſive ran, and all th' exulting-ilte... . 
About the new-arriv'd was pour'd abroad, 


Canto III. Aurx roa AND THREODORA. 119 


To hope long loſt, hy miracle regain'd 

In each plain boſom Love and Nature wept; ca 
While each a fire, a huſband, or a friend, 
Embracing held and kifs'd. | 

Now, while the ſong, 

The choral hymn, in wildly-warbled notes, 

What Nature dictates when the full heart prompts, 
Beſt harmony, their grateful ſouls effus d 511 
Aloud to hœav'n, Montano, rev'rend fcer ! 

(Whoſe eye propheticfar thro? time's abyſs 

Could ſhoot its beam, and there the births of Fate, 
Yet immature and in their cauſes hid, 51 
Illumin'd fee) a ſpare abſtracted ſtood; 

His frame with ſhiv'ry horror ſtirr'd; his eyes 

From outward viſion held, and all the man 
Entranc'd in wonder at th' unfolding ſcene, 

On fluid air, as in a mirror ſeen, 520 
And glowing radiant, to his mental ſight. 

They fly!“ he cry'd, “ they melt in air away, 
The clouds that long fair Albion's heav'n o'ercaſt ! 
* With tempeſt delug'd, or with flame devour'd, 
Her drooping plains ; while dawning roſy round 
A purer morning lights up all her ſkies! 526 
He comes, behold ! the great deliv'rer comes! 

* Immortal William ! borne triumphant on, 
From yonder orient, o'er propitious ſeas, 

** White with the ſails of his unnumber'd fleet, 520 
A floating foreſt, ſtretch'd from ſore to ſhore ! 
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ce See! with ſpread wing Britannia's genius flies 

* Before his prow, commands the ſpeeding gales 
« 'To waft him on, and o'er the hero's head, 
© Inwreath'd with olive, bears the laurel crown; 535 
© Bleſs'd emblem, peace with liberty reſtor'd! 

« And hark! from either ſtrand, which nations hide, 
© To welcome in true freedom's day renew'd 

© What thunders of acclaim! Aurelius! man 

By Heay'n helov'd, thou, too, that ſacred ſun «40 
&« ghalt live to hail; ſhalt warm thee in his ſhine ! 
© I ſee thee on the flow'ry lap diffus'd 

© Of thy lov'd vale, amid a ſmiling race 

© From this bleſs'd pair to ſpring; whom equal faith, 
* And equal fondneſs, in ſoft league ſhall hold $545 
From youth to rev'rend age, the calmer hours 
Of thy laſt day to ſweeten and adorn, 


* 


Throꝰ life thy comfort, and in death thy crown! 


THE fo! 
Parliar 
the no 
ſiitabl, 
the ſub 
vily all 
explan: 
uncouom 


TRUTH IN RHYME. 


ADDRESSED To 


A CERTAIN NOBLE LORD. 
Advertiſement, | 


THE following extract from his Martyn Speceh to both Houſes of 
Parliament, which by every man in his daminions would be theughs 
the nobleſt introduction to à poem of the firſt merit, is peculiariy 
ſuitable to introduce thisz however uncgual thete verics may be to 
the ſubjet they attempt to adorn, this ſingular advantage will be rex. 
dily allowed them; it Will at the ſame. time be the fullell and bet 
explanation of the Author's meaning on a theige lo interching aud 
uncommon. The words are theſe: — 

a Itareh 3. 17061. 

ht * * * In conſequence of the act baded in the reign of my late glori- 

ous predecefior, King William III. for ſettling the ſucceſſion to the 

* crown in my family, the commiſſions of the judges have been made 

* during their good behaviours but notwithfanding that wiſe provi- 

* fion, their offices have determine@ upon the denliſe of the crowng 

or at the expiration of ſis months afterwards, in every inſtunce of 
that nature which has happened. 

* 7 100k upon the ladependency sud vprigutnets ot the judges of the 
* % Hud as eſſential to the impartial adminiftration of juſtice, 2+ one of 

* the bet ſecurities uf the rights and liberties of ray loving ſubjects, and 

as moſt conducive to the honour of the crown; and I come now to re- 
* commend this intereſting object to the conſideration of Pariiameut, 
* in order that ſuch farther provitien, as ſhall be moſt expedient, may 
** he made, for ſecuring the judges in the exjayment of their ollices 
during their good behaviour, notwithfanding any fuch demiſe. 
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TO'THE AUTHOR | 
OF THE FOLLOWING POEM, 
It has no faulls, or I no faults canſy : 
Ati is all beauty, or all blindneſs J. 


Imprimatur, meo periculo, 
CHESTERFIELD» 


Asrxræ, eldeſt born of Jove, 
Whom all the gods revere and love, 
1. 
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Was ſent, while man deſerv'd their care, 


On earth to dwell, and govern there, 


Till finding earth by Heav'n unaw'd, 
Till fick of violence and fraud, 
Abandoning the guilty crew, 
Back to her native ſky ſhe flew ; 
There, ſtation'd in the Virgin ſign, 
She long has ceas'd on earth to ſhine; 
Or if at times ſhe deigns a ſmile, 
"Tis chief o'er Britain's favour'd iſle. 
For there—her eye with wonder fix'd, 
'That wonder too with pleaſure mix'd 
She now beheld, in blooming youth, 
The patron of all worth and truth; 
Not where the Virtues moſt reſort, 
On peaceful plains, but in a court! 
Not in a cottage, all-unknown ; 
She found him ſeated on a throne ! 
What fables paint, what poets ſing, 
She ſound in faQ—a patriot-king ! 
But as a ſight ſo nobly new 
Deſzrv'd, ſhe thought, a nearer view, 
To where, by ſilver- ſtreaming Thames, 
Aſcends the palace of St. James, 
Swift thro' ſurrounding ſhades of night 
The goddeſs ſhot her beamy flight: 
She ſtopp'd; and the revealing ray / 


| Blaz'd round her ſav'rite where he lay | 
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TRUTH'IN REYME, 


In ſweet repoſe ; o'er all his face 
Repoſe ſhed ſofter bloom and grace; 
But fearful leſt her ſun- bright glare 
Too ſoon might wake him into care, 
(For ſplendid toils and weary ſtate 
Are ev'ry monarch's envy'd fate) 
The ſtream of circling rays to ſhroud, 
She drew an interpoſing cloud. 

In all the ſilence of ſurpriſe 
She gaz'd him o'er; ſhe ſaw ariſe, 


For gods can read the human breaſt, 


Her own idea there impreſt; 

And that his plan to bleſs mankind, 
The plan now bright ' ning in his mind, 
May ſtory's whiteſt page adorn, 

May ſhine thro' nations yet unborn, 
She calls Urania to her aid. 

At once the fair ethereal maid, 
Daughter of Memory and Jove, 
Deſcending quits her laurell'd grove; 
Looſe to the gale her azure robe, 

Borne in her left a ſtarry globe, 
Where each ſuperior ſon of fame 
Will find inſcrib'd his deatkleſs name; 
Her right ſuſtains th' immortal lyre, 
To praiſe true merit, or inſpire. - 

* Behold” . Aftrea thus began 
The friend of virtue and of man; 
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« Calm reaſon ſee in early youth! 
*« See in a prince the ſoul of truth !-. 
„With love of juſtice, tender ſenſe, 
For ſuif ring worth and innocence, 
« Who means to build his happy reign 
© On this beſt maxim, wiſe and pluin———— 
© Tho' plain, how ſeldom underſtood ! 
That to be great he muſt be good; 
His breaſt is open to your eye; 
„Approach, Urania! mark, and try: 
*© This boſom needs no thought to hide; 
« This virtue dares our ſearch abide. 
The ſacred ſountains to ſecure: 
1 Of Juſtice, undiſturb'd and pure 


From hopes or fears, from fraud or force, 


* To ruffle or to ſtain their courſe; 
That theſe may flow ſerene and free, 
Ihe law muſt independent be; 

* Her miniſters, as in my fight, 

And mine alone; diſpenſing right; 

«« Of piercing eye, of judgment clear, 
As honour juſt, as truth ſintere, 
„With temper firm, with ſpirit ſage, 
«© The Mans fields of each future age. 


« And this prime blefling'is ta ſpring 


From youth in purple from a king 
* Who, true to his imperial truſt, 
His greatneſs founds in being juſt; 
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* The homage due he might diſclaim. 


TAUTH IN RHYMP, 
“ Prepares, like yonꝰ aſcending ſun, 
His glorious race with joy to run, 
And where his gracious eye appears, 
To bleſs the world he lights and cheers! 


e Such worth with equal voice to ſing, 


Urania! ſtrike thy boldeſt ſtring, 

And Truth, whoſe voice alone is praiſe, 
That here inſpires ſhall guĩde the lays. 
Begin! awake his gentle ear 

„With ſounds that monarchs rarely hear: 


He merits, let him know our love, 


* And you record what I approve.” 

She ended; and the heav'n-born maid 
With ſoft ſurpriſe his form ſurvey d: 
She ſaw what chaſtity of thought 
Within his ſtainleſs boſom wrought, 
Then fix'd on earth her ſober eye, 

And, pauſing, vffer'd this reply. 

Nor pomp of ſong, nor paint of art, 
such truths ſhould to the world impart : 
My taſk is but in ſimple verſe 
** Theſe promis'd wonders to rehearſe ; 

* And when on theſe our verſe we raiſc, 
The plaineſt is the nobleſt praiſe. 

* Yet more; a virtuous doubt remains; 
Would ſuch a prince permit my ſtrains ? 
Deſerving, but ſtill ſhunning fame, 
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A prince who rules to ſave mankind, 155 
His praiſe would in their vintue nd 
Would deem their ſtrict regard to laws, 

„ Their faith and worth; his beſt applauſe: 
* Then, Britons! your juſt mare | 


ein deeds, to emulate your king; | 120 
In virtues, to redeem your age 
From a r 0 er 13 
* On his example ſafely reſt; As 
He calls, he courts, you to be bleſt; | O'e; 
« As friends, as brethren, tounite 125 HJuſt 
In one firm league of juſt and right. At 
My part is laſt; if Britain yet | Or h 
A lover boaſts of truth and wit, The 
To him theſe grateful lays to ſenld, | Of B 
« The monarch's and the Muſe's friend. 130 Char, 
And whoſe fair name; in ſacred rhymes, Bu 
My voice may give to lateſt times. What 
She ſaid ; and after thinking oer The 
The men in place near half a ſcbre, Once { 
To ſtrike at once all ſcandal mute, He no- 
The goddeſs found and fia d on Bute. 136 None 
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THE REWARD: 


OR, 


APOLLO'S ACKNOWLEDGMENTS 


7 


TO CHARLES STAN HO E. 
Written in 1757. 


Arol lo, from the ſouthern, fey; 
O'er London lately glanc'd his eye: 
Juſt ſuch a glance our courtiers throw 
At ſuitors whom they ſhun to know :- | 
Or have you mark'd th' averted mien; 
The cheſt ereR, the freezing look, 
Of Bumbo when a bard is ſeen 
Charg'd with his Dedication - book? 
But gods are never in the wrong: 
What then difpleas'd the pow'r of Song ? 
The cafe was this: Where noble arts 
Once flourifh'd; as our fathers tell us, 
He now can find, for men of parts, | 
None but rich blockheads and mere fellows ; 
vince drums, and dice, and diſſipation, 
Have chas'd all taſte from all the nation: 
For 1s there now one table ſpread 
Where Senſe and Science may be fed? . 
Where, with a ſmile on ev'ry face, 


invited Merit takes his place 
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128 MISCELLANIES. 


Theſe thoughts put Phenbus in the ſpleen, 
(For gods, like men, can feel chagrin) 
And left him on the point to ſhroud 

His head in one eternal cloud; _ - + 
When, lo! his all-diſcerning eye 

Chanc'd one remaining friend to ſpy, 
Juſt crept abroad, as is his way, 

To baſk him in the noon-tide ray. 

This Phœbus noting, call'd.aloud © _ -, 
To ev'ry interpoling cloud, | 
And bade their gather'd miſts aſcend, 
That he might warm his good old friend; 
'Then, as his chariot roll'd along, 

Tun'd to his lyre this grateful ſong. 

« With talents, ſuch as God has given 
© To common mortals, ſix in ſeven, 
** Who yet have titles, ribbons, pay, 
© And govern whom they ſhould obey; - 
With no more frailties than are found 
In thouſand others, count them round; 
„With much good will, inſtead of parts, 
« Expreſs'd for artiſts and for arts; 
© Who ſmiles if you have ſmartly ſpoke, 
* Or nods applauſe to his own joke; 


© This bearded child, this gray-hair'd boy, 


* Still plays with life as with a toy; 
till keeps amuſement full in view: 


+ Wiſe? Now and then but oft'ner new; - 
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* His coach, this hour, at Watſon's door, 

© The next in waiting on a whore. 5 
* Whene'er the welcome tidings ran 

Of monſter ſtrange, or ſtranger man, 

« A Selkirk from his deſert iſle, 

Or alligator from the Nile, 

He ſaw the monſter in its ſhrine, 55 

And had the man next day to dine: | 

„Or was it an Hermaphrodite? | 

* You found him in a two-fold hurry, \ | 

Neglecting ſor this he-ſhe tight . | | 

The ſingle chatms of Fanny Murray. 6⁰ i 

Gath'ring from ſuburb and from city: . 1 

* Who were, Wha would be, wiſe or witty; 

*©'The full-wigg'd ſons of pills and potions, 

Ihe bags of maggot and new notions; 8. 

he ſage, of microſcopic eye, ST 

* Who reads him lectures on a fly; 

Grave antiquaries with their flams, 

* And pocts ſquirting epigrams; 

With ſome few lords of thofe that think, 

And dip, at times, their pen in ink; 

Nay, ladies too, of diverſe fame, 

VM ho are and are not of the game: 

For he has look d the world around, 

* And pleaſure in each quarter found: 

* Now young. now old, now grave, now gay, 


He inks fram life by ſoft decay, 
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And ſees at hand, without affright, 
*©'Th' inevitable hour of night.“ 
But here ſome pillar of the ſtate, 
Whoſe life is one long dull debate; 
Some pedant of the ſable gown, 
Who ſpares no failings but his own, 
Set up at once their deep-mouth'd hollow; 
Is this a ſubject for Apollo? 
What! can the god of Wit and Verſe 
Such trifles in our ears rehearfe ? 
„Know, Puppies! this man's eafy life, 
* Serene from cares, unvex'd with ſtrife, 
Was oſt' employ'd in doing good, 
A ſcience you ne'erunderſtood ; 
And charity, ye ſons of Pride! 
A multitude of faults will hide. 
at his board more ſenſe have found 
Than at a hundred dinners round: 
*© Taſte, learning, mirth, my weſtern eye 
Could often there collected ſpy; 
And I have gone well-pleas'd to bed, 
„Revolving what was ſung or ſaid. 
And he, who entertain'd them all 


With much good liquor ſtrong and ſmall, 


With food in plenty, and a welcome, 


Which would become my Lord of Melcombe *, 
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* This poem v was certatily written in 1757, but the reader 
has only to remember that Apollo is the god of Propheſy «3 


well as of Poetry, Mallet, 
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«© Whoſe ſoups and ſauces duly ſeaſon's, 

© Whoſe wit well-tim'd, and ſenſe well reaſon'd, 

G ive Burgundy a brighter ſtain, 105 
* And add new flavour to Champaign— 
* Shall this man to the grave deſcend 

« Unown'd, unhonour'd, as my friend? 
© No; by my deity I ſwear, 

Nor ſhall the vow be loſt in air: 

* While you, and millions ſuch as you, 
Are ſunk for ever from my view, 


TIO 


And loſt-in kindred darkneſs he, 


© This good old man ſhall never die: 
No matter where I place his name, 
His love of learning ſhall be fame.” 116 
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For by the traſh he long has ſeen 

In male and female Magazine, 

A hundred quires not worth a groat, 
The race muſt be extinct he thought, 

His meſſenger to court repairs,” 
Walks ſoftly with the crowd up ſtairs; 
But. when he had his errand told, 

The courtiers ſneer*d both young and old: 
Auguſtus knit his royal brow, 

And bade him let Apollo know it, 

'Thar, from his infancy till now, 

He lov'd nor poetry nor poet. 

His next adventure was the Park, 
When it grew faſhionably dark : 

There beauties, boobies, ſtrumpets, rakes, 
Talk'd much of commerce, whilſt, and ſtakes; 
Who tips the wink, who drops the card, 

But not one word of verſe or bard, 

The ſtage, Apolla's old domain, 
Where his true ſons were wont to reign, 
His courier now paſt frowning by; 

Ye modern Durfeys tell us why. 


THE DISCOVERY : 
Upon reading ſome verſe; written by a young lady at a beard- 
ing-ſchool, September 1760. 8 
Aro lately ſent to know | 
If he had any ſons below, 
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* Sophia 's mine” —ſo ſign'd 


THE DISCOVERT, 


Slow to the City laſt he went; 
There all was proſe of cent per cent. 
There alley-omnium, ſcript, and boaus, 
(Latin for which a Muſe would {tone us, 
Yet honeſt Gideon's claſſic ſtyle) 
Made our poor nuncio Rare and fmile. 
And now the clock had {truck eleven, 
The meſſenger muſt back to heav'n ; 
But juft as he his wings had ty d. 
Look'd up Queenſquare, the North-caſt fide. 
A blooming creature there he ſound, 
With pen and ink, and books around, 
Alone, and wriring by a taper; 
He read unſeen, then ſtole her paper. 
It much amus'd him on his way, 
And reaching heav'n by break of day, 
He ſhew'd Apollo what he ſtole; 
The god perus'd, and kd the whole; 
Then calling for his pock&-book, 
Some right celeſtial vellum tock, 
And what he with a ſun-beam there 
Writ down, the Muſe thus copies fair: 
lf I no men my ſons muſt call; 
« Here 's one fair daughter worth them all: 
« Mark then the ſacred words that follow, 
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TYBURN. 
TO THE MARINE SOCIETY. 


Advertiſement. 


THE deſign of the Marine Society is in itfelf fo landable, and has been 
purſued ſo ſucceſsfully for the public good, that I thought it werite& 
a public acknowledgment : but, to take off from the flatneſs of a direct 
compliment, I have, through the whole poem, loaded their inflitution 
with ſuch reproaches as will how, I hope, in the moſt Rriking man- 
ner, its real utility. 

By authentic accounts it appears that, from the fir riſe of this Society 
to the preſent year 1702, they have collected, clothed, md fitted out, 
for the ſca-ſervice, $452 grown men, 4511 boys, in all 9903 perſons; 
whom they have thus not only ſaved, in all probability, from perdition 
and infamy, but rendered them uſeful members of the community ;z at 


a time too when their country flood moſt in need of their aſſiſtance, 


Ir has been, all examples ſhow it, 
The privilege of ev'ry poet, 
From ancient down thro' modern time, 
To bid dead matter live in Rhyme; | 
With wit enliven ſenſeleſs rocks, f 5 
Draw repartee from wooden blocks; | 
Make buzzards ſenators of note, 
And rooks harangue that geeſe may vote. 
Theſe moral fictions, firſt deſign'd 
To mend and mortify mankind, 10 
Old Æſop, as our children know, 
'T'aught twice ten hundred years ago. 
His Fly upon the chariot-wheel 
Could all a ſtateſman's merit feel, 
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And, to its own importance juſt, | 

Exclaim, with Bufo, ** What a duſt !”? 

His Horſe-dung, when the flood ran high, 

In Colon's air and accent cry, 

While tumbling down the turbid ſtream, 

Lord love us, how we apples ſwim!” 
But farther inſtances to cite 

Would tire the hearer's patience quite. 

No; what their numbers and their worth, 

How theſe admire while thoſe hold forth, 

From Hide-Park on to Clerkenwell, 

Let clubs, let coffeehouſes tell, 


Where England, thro? the world renown'd, 


In all its wiſdom may be found; 
While l, for ornament and uſe, 
An orator of wood produce. 
Why ſhould the gentle reader ſtare? 
Are woaden orators ſo rare? 
Saint Stephen's Chapel, Rufus Hall, 
That hears them in the pleader bawl, 
That hears them in the patriot thunder, 
Can tell if ſuch things are a wonder: 
So can Saint Dunitan's in the Weſt, 
When good Romaine harangues his beſt, 
And tells his ſtaring congregation  ' 
That ſober ſenſe is ſure damnation; 


That Newton's guilt was worſe than treaſon 


For uſing, what God gave him, reaſon. 
M ij 


135 
15 


20 


23 


30 


35 


40 


n eee 


— 


— _—_ 
_— — — 4 


B 


— — — — 


= * 8 
. 


r ESE 


— ” — 
* _= 


> A. — CS 


* 


8 En; 


3 


— — —— —„— 


MISCETLANIES. 


* 


A pox of all this preſacing | 
Smart Ba. bu . cries; **© come, name the thing; 
hat ſuch there are we all agree: _ ti a8 
% What is this wood!“ Why Tyburn · tree. 

Hear then this rev rend oak harangue, 

Who makes men do ſo ere they hang. 


Patibalum loquitur. 


Each thing whatever, when aggriev d, 
1 Of right complains to be reliev'd; 30 
4% When rogues ſo rais d the price of wheat 
« That few folks could afford to eat, | 
& (Ju as when doctors fees run hig 
4 Few patients can afford to die) 
«« The poor durſt into murmurs bre, 55 
66. For loſers muſt have leave to ſpeak; ' | 
« Then from feproaching fel} to mauling 
© Each neighbour-rogue they found foreſtalling. 
As theſe again, their knaves and ſetters, 


Purſt vent complaints againſt their betters, 60 


« Whole only crime was in defeating 

« Their ſchemes of growing rich by Ig 

* So ſhall not | ny wrongs relate, " 

« An injur'd miniſter of ſtate? 

« The finiſher of care and pain 65 
6 May ſure with better grace complain, 

© For reaſons norleſs ſtrong and true, 

Marine Society! of you ;. 
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TYBURN« 


Of you, as ev'ry carman knows, 
My lateſt and moſt fatal foes, 

« My property you baſely ſteal, 
« Which ev'n a Britiſh Oak can feel; 
« Feel and reſent ; what wonder then 
et ſhould be felt by Britiſh men, 
* When France, inſulting, durſt invade 
Their cleareſt property of trade? 
For which both nations at the bar 
* Of that ſupreme tribunal War, 


To ſhow their reaſons have agreed, 


* And lawyery by ten thouſands fee'd, 

* Who now for legal quirks and puns 
pPlead with the rhet'ric of great guns, 

* And each his chent's cauſe maintains 
By knocking out th' opponent's brains, 
* While Europe all But we adjourn 
This wiſe digreſſion, and return. 


« Your rules and ſtatutes have undone me; 


My ſureſt cards begin to ſnun me: 

My native ſubjects dare rebel, 

* Thoſe who were born for me and hell; 

* And but for you the ſcoundrel line 

* Had ev'ry mother's ſon dy'd mine : 

* Arace unnumber'd as unknown, 

* Whom town or ſuburb calls her own; 

* Of vagrant love the various ſpawn, 

From rags and filth, from lace and lawn; 
| RD M iij 
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x38 MISCELLANIES, 


„ Sons of Fleet-diteh, of bulks, of benches, 

«Where peer and parter meet their wenches; ' 

© For neither health nor ſhame can wean us 

From mixing with the midnight Venus. 1c9 
Nor let my cits be here forgot; 

They know to ſin as well as ſor. 

«When Night demure walks forth, ee 

ein her thin negligee of ſhade, 2319 7 

Late · riſen from their long regale 05 

Of beef and beer, and bawdy tale, | 

Abroad the Common=conncil ſally, 

To poach fot game in lane or alley; 

This gets a ſon, whoſe firſt eſſag 

Will filch his father's till away; 110 

* A daughter that, Who may retire, 

* Some few years hence, with her own fire; 

And while his hand is on her placket 

Ihe filial virtue picks his pocket. 

Changes alley, too, is grown ſo nice, 115 

« A broker dares refine on vice; 

* With lord-like ſcorn of marriage-vows, 

jn her own arms he cuckolds ſpouſe; 

For young and freſh while he would wiſh her, 

<« His looſe thought glows with Kitty Fiſher; 120 

Or aſter nobler quarry running, 

<« Profanely*paints her out a Gunning. 

1 Nov theſe, of each degree and fort, 

At Wapping dropp'd, perhaps at Courts 
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120 


-  TYBURN, 


ce Bred up for me, to ſwear and lie, 
« To laugh at hell, and Heav'n defy; 
* Theſe, Tyburn's regimented train, 
„Who rilk their necks to ſpread my reign, 

From age to age, by right divine, 
Hereditary togues, were mine; 
* And each, by diſcipline ſevere, 
* Itnprov'd beyond all ſhame and fear, 
* From guilt to guilt advancing daily, 
My conſtant friend the good Old Bailey 
Jo me made vver; late or ſoon, 
e think, at lateſt; once a moon; 
* But by your interloping care 
Not one in ten ſhall be my ſhare. 

Ere 't is too late your error ſee, 
*© You foes to Britain and to me! 
© To me, agreed but to the nation? 
s prove it thus by demonſtration. 

*« Firſt, that there is much good in ill 
* My great apoſtle Mandeville 
Has made moſt clear. Read, if you pleaſe, 
* His moral Fable of The Bees. 
* Our fev'rend clergy next will own, 
Were all men good their trade were gone; 
* That were it not for uſeful vice 
Their learned pains would bear no price; 
** Nay, we ſhould quickly bid defiance 
* To their demonſtrated alliance. 
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140 MISCELLANIES. 


« Next, kingdoms are compos'd, we know, 
* Of individuals, Jack and Joe: 
© Now theſe, our ſov'reign lords the rabble, 155 
For ever prone to growl and ſquabble, | 
« The monſtrons many-headed beaſt, 
* Whom we mult not offend, but feaſt, 
Like Cerberus, ſhould have their ſop; 
And what is that but truſſing up? 160 
„How happy were their hearts, and gay, 
At each return of hanging-day! 
To ſee Page * ſwinging they admire, 
Beyond ev'n Madox * on his wire! 
No baiting of a bull or bear | 165 
*'To Perry“ dangling in the air! | 
© And then the being drunk a wee 
« For joy ſome Sheppard“ would not ſqueak! 
Rut now that thoſe good times are o'er, | 
How will they mutiny and roar! 170 
* Your ſcheme abſurd of ſober rules 
© Will ſink the race of men to mules; 
For ever drudging, ſweating, broiling, 
te For ever for the public toiling : 
© Hard maſters! who, juſt when they need em, 175 
© With a few thiſtles deign to feed em. 

«© Yet more—for it is ſeldom known 

& That fault or folly ſtands alone 

* As theſe are all perſons of note, and well krown to out 


readers, we think any more particular mention of them unne+ 
ceſſary. Mallet. 
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TT BURN. 


et You next debauch their infant mind 

« With fumes of honourable wind, 

« Which muſt beget, in heads -untry'd, | 
„That worſt of human vices, pride. 
All who my humble paths forſake 

© Will reckon each to be a Blake! 
“There on the deck, with arms a-kimbo, 
« Already ſtruts the future Bembow ! 
Ry you bred up to take delight in 


No earthly thing but oaths and fighting. 


© Theſe ſturdy ſons of blood and blows, 
By pulling Monſieur by the noſe, 


© By making kicks and cuffs the faſhion, 


* Will put all Europe in a paſſion. 
*©'The grand alliance, now-quadruple, 

© Will pay us home, juſqu' 2 centurle; 
ego the French king was heard to cry 
And can a king of Frenchmen lie ?- + - 
FTheſe and more miſchieſs | foreſee 
* From fondling brats of baſe degree. 
As muſhrooms that on dunghills rife 
The kindred-weeds beneath deſpiſe, 
“go theſe their fellows will contemn, 
Who in revenge will rage at them; 
For thro' each rank what more offends 
Than to behold the riſe of friends ? 
Still when our equals grow too great 

* We mav applaud, but we muſt hate; 
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142 MISCELLANIES, 


Then will it be endur'd when John 
Has put my hempen ribbon on, 
« To ſee his ancient meſs-mate Cloud, 
By you made turbulent and proud, 210 
*« And early taught my tree to bilk, 
* Paſs in another all of ſilk? 

Vet, one more mournful caſe to put; 
A hundred mouths at once you ſhut! 
© Half Grub-ſtreet, ſilenc'd in an hour, 215 
*« Muſt curſe your interpoſing pow'r. 
If my loſt ſons no longer ſteal, 
« What ſon of her's can earn a meal! 
*© You ruin many a gentle bard, 
* Who liv'd by heroes that die hard! 220 
© Their brother-hawkers too, that ſung | 
How great from world to world they ſwung, 
And by ſad ſonnets, quaver'd loud, 
Prew tears and halfpence from the crowd! 

© Blind Fielding too a miſchief on him! 225 
e with my ſons would meet and ſtone him ö 
gends his black ſquadrons up and down, 
$ Who drive my beſt boys back to Town. 
They find that trav'Iling now abroad, 
To caſe rich raſcals on the road,. 230 
* Is grown a calling much unſafe, 
*© That there are ſurer ways by half, 
To which they have their equal claim 
Of carving daily food and fame; 
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TT BURN. 


te go down at home they fit and think 

How beſt to rob with pen and ink. 
Hence red-hot letters and eſſays 

*© By the John Lilburn of theſe days, 

© Who guards his want of ſhame and ſenſe 

« With ſhield of ſev'nfold impudence; 

Hence cards on Pelham, cards on Pitt, 

«© With much abuſe and little wit; 

Hence libels againſt Hardwicke penn'd, 

That only hurt when they commend; 

* Hence oft* aſcrib'd to Fox, at leaſt 


All that defames his nameſake beaſt ; 


Hence Cloacina hourly views 
© Unnumber'd labours of the Muſe, 
© That fink where myriads went before, 
* And flecp within the chaos hoar, 
* While her brown daughters, under ground, 
Are fed with politics profound: 
Each eager hand a fragment ſnaps, 
More excrement than what it wraps. 
** Theſe, ſingly, contributions raiſe, 
* Of caſual pudding and of praiſe: 
* Others again, who form a gang, 
* Yet take due meaſures not to hang, 
* In Magazines their forces join, 
By legal methods to purloin 
** Whoſe weekly or whoſe monthly feat is 
* Firſt to decry, then ftcal your treatiſe: 


143 
235 


240 


250 


255 


260 


— 
—_ —— — - 
_—_—_— 1 


"><. a 


— 
= # - 


be Pins Oe. 
— = 
LOS 


—— a gr 
- - — 


um IES.-—— — —— — — — 


— a - 


. — 
— —ʒ 
„ —— —. — 


2 
——— 
E —— — — — AD. a Zh . . 


3 


_ > - — 7 - #*... 8 — . 1 4 
* 1 . g — — —— —— — —— — — 
. Scion. — T * 
* 1 * — — - — - 


> ow s — 
> 
Xx Kb. —— £4 
2 bh 


__ "a * 
— ES 


—— m 3 


— 


1  YOTm——— ur TI ——o_—_—_—_— 


144 MISCELLANIES, 


© So rogues in France perform their job, 
© Afſaſſinating ere they rob, 

gut, this long narrative to cloſe; 
They who weuld grievances expoſe, 
© In all good policy no leſs 
*« Should ſhew the methods to redreſs. 
** If commerce, ſinking in one ſcale, 
© By fraud or hazard comes to fail, 
© The taſk is next, all ſtateſmen know it, 
© To find another where to throw it, 
That, riſing there in due degree, 
Ahe public may no loſer be. 
*© Thus having heard how you invade, 
* And in one way deftroy my trade, 
* That we at lait may part good friends, 
* Hear how you ſtill may make amends, 


© O ſearch this ſinſul Town with care; 
© What numbers duly mine are there! 


© The full-fed herd of money-jobbers, 


„Jews, Chriſtians, rogues alike, and robbers! 


* Who riot on the poor man's toils, 
And fatten by a nation's ſpoils! 
Ihe crowd of little knaves in place, 

© Our age's envy and diſgrace. 

*« Secret and ſnug, by daily ſtealth 

* The buſy vcrmine pick up wealth, 

* Then without birth control the great, 
Then without talents rule the flate.! 
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TT BURN. 


tc Some ladies too for ſome there are 
With ſhame and decency at war, 
* Who on a ground of pale threeſcore 


still ſpread the roſe of twenty-four, 


« And bid a nut-brown boſom glow 

„With purer white than lilies know; 

MWho into vice intrepid ruſh, 

Put modeſt whoring to the bluſh, 

* And with more front engage a trooper 

* Than Jenny Jones or Eucy Cooper. 
Send me each miſchief-making nibbler, 

© Tis equal ſenator or ſeribbler, 

* Who on the ſelſ- ſame ſpot of ground, 

*© The ſelf-ſame hearers ſtaring round, 

* Abjure and join with, praiſe and blame, 

© Both men and meaſures ſtill the ſame; 

Or ſerve our foes with all their might, 

* By proving Britons dare not fight : 

Slim, flimſey, fiddling, futile, elves, 

They paint the nation from themſelves; 

© Leſs aiming to be wiſe than witty, 

And mighty pert, and mighty pretty. 
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gend me each ſtring - ſave green and blue 


Theſe, Brother Towerhill, wait for you. 
But, Lollius, be not in the ſpleen; 
**Tis only Arthur's Knights I mean 
Not thoſe of old renown'd in fable, 
Nor of the Round but gaming table, 
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MISCELLANTES. 


Who ev'ry night, the waiters ſay, 
ce Break ev'ry law they make by day; 
« Plunge deep our youth in all the vice 
Attendant upon drink and dice, 
© And, mixing in nocturnal battles, 
© HDevour each others' goods and chattels ; 
«© While from the mouth of magic box, 
«© With curſes dire and dreadful knocks, 
They fling whole tenements away, 
&« Fling time, health, fame yet call it Play ! 
Till. by advice of ſpecial friends, 
** The titled dupe a ſharper ends; 
Or if fome drop of noble blood 
„Remains, not quite defil'd to mud, 
* The wretch, unpity'd and alone, 
* Leaps headlong to the world unknown 
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ZEPHYR: 
OR, 


THE STRATAGEM. 
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Egregiam vero laudem et ſpolia ampla refertis, 
Una dola Divum fi femina vita duorum ell. VIRG. 


———5ðiq¶ſe — — —  ———————_—_—_ ____ 


The Argument. 


A certain young lady was ſurpriſed, on horſeback, by 2 violent form 
of wind and rain from the ſoutheweilt, which made ber diſmount ſome. 
what precipitatcly. 


Tan god in whoſe gay train appear 

"Thoſe gales that wake the purple year, 

Who lights up health, and bloom, and grace, 

In Nature's and in Mira's face; 

To ſpeak more plain, the Weſtern wind, 5 


Had ſcen this brighteſt of her kind; 


Had ſeen her oft' with freſh ſurpriſe, 

And ever with deſiring eyes, 

Much by her ſhape, her look, her air, 

Diſtinguifh'd from the vulgar fair, 10 
More by the meaning ſoul that ſhines 

Thro' all her charms, and all refines : 

Porn to command, yet turn'd to pleaſe, 

Her form is dignity wich eaſe: 

Then—ſuch a hand and ſuch an arm 15 
As Age or Impotence might warm ! 
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Juſt ſuch a leg too, Zephyr knows, 

The Mediccan Venus ſhows, 
So far he ſees, ſo far admires; 

Each charm is fuel to his fires : 

But other charms, and thoſe of price, 

That form the bounds of Paradife, 

Can thoſe an equal praiſe command, 

All turn'd by Nature's fineſt hand ? 

Is all the conſecrated ground 

With plumpneſs firm, with ſmoothneſs round ? 
The world but once one Zeuxis ſaw 

A faultleſs form who dar'd to draw, 

And then, that all might perfect be, 

All rounded off in due degree, 

To furniſh out the matchleſs piece 

Were rifled half the toaſts of Greece: 

Twas Pitt's white neck, 't was Delia's thigh, 

"Twas Waldegrave's ſweetly-brilliant eye; 

Twas gentle Pembroke's eaſe and grace, 

And Hervey lent her maiden-face: 

But dares he hope on Britiſh ground 

That theſe may all in one be found ? 

Theſe chiefly that ſtill ſhun his eye? 

He knows not, but he means to try. 
Aurora riling freſh and gay 

Gave promiſe of a golden day. 

Up with her ſiſter Mira roſe 

Four hours before our London beaus ; 


—— —ę— K e , 


ZEPHYR, 749 


For theſe are ſtill aſleep and dead, 45 
Save Arthur's ſons—not yet in bed. 
A roſe, impearl'd with orient dew, 

29 Had caught the paſling fair-one's view; 
To pluck the bud he faw her ftoop, 
And try'd, behind, to heave her hoop; 50 
Then, while acroſs the daiſy'd lawn 
She turn'd, to feed her milk- white fawn, 

25 Due eaſtward as her ſteps ſhe bore, 
Would ſwell her petticoat before, 
Would ſubtly ſteal his face between, 55 
To ſee——what never yet was ſeen! 
And ſure to fan it with his wing 

38 No nine-month ſymptom e' er can bring; 
* His aim is but the nymph to pleaſe, 
* Who daily courts his cooling breeze.” 60 

But liſten, fond believing Maid! 

When Love, ſoft traitor! would perſuade, 

35 With all the moving ſkill and grace 
Of practis'd paſſion in his face, 
Dread his approach, diſtruſt your pow'r— 6; 
For, oh! there is one ſhepherd's hour ; 
And tho' he long, his aim to cover, 

49 May with the friend diſguiſe the lover, 
The ſenſe or nonſenſe of his wooing 
Will but adore you into ruin. "9 
But for thoſe butterflies the beaus, 
Who buzz around in tinſel rows, 
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Shake, ſhake them off, with quick diſdain; 
Where inſects ſettle they will ſtain. 

Thus Zephyr oft' the nymph aſſgil'd, 
As oft” his little arts had fail'd; 
The folds of ſilk, the ribs of whale, 
Reſiſted ſtill his feeble gale. 
With theſe repulſes vex'd at heart, 
Poor Zephyr has recourſe to art, 


And, his own weakneſs to ſupply, 


Calls in a brother of the ſky, 
The rude South-weſt, whoſe mildeſt play 
Is war, mere war, the Ruſhan way; 
A tempeſt-maker by his trade, 
Who knows to raviſh, not perſuade. 
The terms of their atrial league, 
How firſt to haraſs and fatigue, 
Then, found on ſome remoter plain, 
To ply her cloſe with wind and rain: 


"Theſe terms, writ fair, and ſeal'd and ſign'd, 


Should Webb or Stukeley wiſh to find, 

Wiſe antiquaries, who explore 

All that has ever paſs'd—and more, 

Tho' here too tedious to be told, 

Are yonder in ſome cloud enroll'd, 

Thoſe floating regiſters in air; 

So let them mount, and lead them there. 
The grand alliance thus agreed, 

To inſtant action they proceed; 
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ZEPHYR. * 


For t is in war a maxim known, 
As Pruſſia's monarch well has ſhown, 
To break at once ppon your foe, 
And ſtrike the firſt preventive blow. 
With Toro's lungs in Toro's form, 
Whoſe very Howd'ye is a ſtorm, 
The dread South-welt his part begun: 
Thick clouds, extinguiſhing the ſun, 
At his command from pole to pole 
Dark ſpreading, o'er the fair-one roll, 
Who, preſſing now her fav'rite ſteed, 
Adorn'd the pomp ſhe deigns to lead. 

O Mira! to the future blind, 
Th' inſidious foe is cloſe behind: 
Guard, guard your treaſure, while you can, 
Unleſs this god ſhould be the man. 
For, lo! the clouds, at his known call, 
Are cloſing round—they burſt ! they fall! 
While at the charmer, all aghaſt, 
He pours whole winter in a blaſt ; 
Nor cares, in his impetuous mood, 
If natives founder on the flood, 
If Britain's coaſt be left as bare * 
As he reſolves to leave the fair. 
Here gods reſemble haman breed, 
The world be damn'd—ſo they ſucceed. 
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* 'The very day on which the fleet under Admiral Hawke 


Was blown into 'Torbay, Mallet. 
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Pale, trembling, from her ſteed ſhe fled, 
With filk, lawn, linen, round her head, 
And to the fawns who fed above 
Unveil d the laſt receſs of Love: 

Each wond'ring fawn was ſeen to bound *, 
Each branchy deer o'erleap'd his mound, 
At ſight of that ſequeſter'd glade, 

In all its light, in all its ſhade, 

Which riſes there for wiſeſt ends: 

To deck the temple it defends. 

Lo! gentle tenants of the grove, 

For what a thouſand heroes ſtrove, 
When Europe, Aſia, both in arms, 
Diſputed one fair lady's charms, 

The war pretended Helen's eyes +, 

But this, believe it, was the prize: 

This rouz'd Achilles' mortal ire, 

This ſtrung his Homer's epic lyre, 

Gave to the world La Mancha's Knight, 
And ſtil] makes bulls and heroes fight. 

Yet tho' the diſtant conſcious Muſe 
This airy rape delighted views, 

Yet ſhe for honour guides her lays, 


. Enjoying it diſdains to praiſe. 


If Frenchmen always fight with odds, 
Are they a pattern for the gods? 
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* Immemor herbarum quos eſt mirata juvenca. Virg. 


+ Et fuit ante Helenam, Oc. Hor. 
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ZEPHYR, 


Can Ruſſia, can th' Hungarian Vampire * 
With whom caſt in the Swedes and Empire; 
Can four ſuch pow'rs, who one aſlail, 
Deſerve our praiſe ſhould they prevail? 
O mighty triumph! high renown! 
Two gods have brought one mortal down; 
Have clubb'd their forces in a ſtorm 
To ſtrip one helpleſs female form! 
Strip her ſtark naked, yet confeſs 
Such charms are Beauty's faireſt dreſs. 

But, all-inſenſible to blame, 
The ſky-born raviſhers on flame 
Enchanted at the proſpect ſtood, 
And kiſs'd with rapture what they view'd. 
Sleek S * * r too had done no leſs, 
Would parſons here the truth confeſs : 
Nay, one briſk peer, yet all-alive, 
Would do the ſame at eighty-five +. 

But how, in colours ſoftly-bright, 
Where ſtrength and harmony unite, 


To paint the limbs, that fairer ſhow 


Than Maſſalina's borrow'd ſnow ; 
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170 


* A certain miſchievous demon that delights much in 
human blood, of whom there are many ſtories told in Hun- 


gary. Mallet. 


+ We believe there is a miſtake in this reading, for the per · 
fon beſt informed and moſt concerned aſſures that it ſhould 


be only ſeventy-five. Mallet. 
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To paiat the roſe that, thro' its ſhade, 

With theirs one human eye ſurvey'd; 

Would gracious Phœbus tell me how, 

Would he the genuine draught avow, 

The Muſe, a ſecond Titian then, 

To Fame might conſecrate her pen. 
That Titian Nature gave of oid 

The queen of Beauty to behold, 

Like Mira unadorn'd by dreſs, 

But all complete in nakedneſs, 


Then bade his emulating art 


Thoſe wonders to the world impart : 
Around the ready Graces ſtand, 
With each a pencil in her hand *;" 


Each height'ning ſtroke, each happy line, 


Awakes to life the form divine, 
Till, rais'd and rounded ev'ry charm, 
And all with youth immortal warm, 
He ſees, ſcarce crediting his eyes, 

He ſees a brighter Venus riſe ! 

But, to the gentle Reader's coſt, 

His pencil with his life was loſt; 

And Mira muſt contented be 

To live by Ramſay and by me. 
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* This line is ſupplied to perfect the ſenſe and rhyme, It is 


omitted in the edition by the bookſellers of 1779. 
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WILLIAM AND MARGARET. 


I. 

Tas at the ſilent ſolemn hour 
When night and morning meet, 
In glided Marg'ret's grimly ghoſt, 
And ſtood at William's feet, 

II. 
Her face was like an April morn 
Clad in a wintry cloud, 
And clay- cold was her lily hand 
That held her ſable ſhroud. 

III. 
So ſhall the faireſt face appear 
When youth and years are flown; 
Such is the robe that kings muſt wear 
hen Death has reft their crown. 

IV. 
Her bloom was like the ſpringing flow'r 
That ſips the ſilver dew ; 
The roſe was budded in her cheek, 
Juſt op'ning to the view, 

V. 
But Love had, like the canker-worm, 
Conſum'd her early prime: 
The roſe grew pale, and left her cheek; 
She dy'd before her time. 
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VI. 
* Awake!” ſhe cry'd, © thy true love calls, 
Come from her midnight grave; 
* Now let thy pity hear the maid 
© 'Thy love refus'd to ſave. 
: VII. 
This is the dumb and dreary hour 
When injur'd ghoſts complain, 
Mhen yawning graves give up their dead 
To haunt the faithleſs ſwain. 
VIII. 
„ Bethink thee, William! of thy fault, 
Thy pledge and broken oath, 
And give me back my maiden vow, 
* And give me back my troth, 
IX. 
« Why did you promiſe love to me, 
And not that promiſe keep? 
* Why did you ſwear my eyes were bright, 
vet leave thoſe eyes to weep ? 
X. 
* How could you ſay my face was fair, 
And yet that face forſake ? 
* How could you win my virgin heart, 
Vet leave that heart to break? 
XI. 
** Why did you ſay my lip was ſweet, 
And made the ſcarlet pale? 
2 
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WILLIAM AND MARGARET, 


© And why did I, young witleſs maid! 
« Believe the fatt'ring tale? 
"75" 

© That face, alas! no more is fair, 
« Thoſe lips no longer red: 
« Dark are my eyes, now clos'd in death, 
„And ev'ry charm is fled, 

XIII. 
e The hungry worm my ſiſter is; 
© This windingſheet I wear; 
And cold and weary laſts our night, 
Till that laſt morn appear. 

XIV. 
6 Put, hark! the cock has warn'd me hence; 
* A long and late adicu! 
„Come fee, falſe Man! how low ſhe lies 
* Who dy'd for love of you.” 

XV. 


The lark ſung loud, the morning ſmi!'d 


With beams of roſy red; 
Pale William quak'd in ev'ry limb, 
And raving left his bed. 

XVI. 
He hy'd him to the fatal place 
Where Marg'ret's body lay, 
And ſtretch'd him on the green-graſs tur 
That wrapp'd her breathleſs clay. 

O 


157 


45 


30 


55 


60 


Ar 


— ——— — abs inde. —— — — Þ£.> CW 


naw „ 


3 


9 
4 
| 
# 
if 


— -. 
-» RIS _—_ 
2 — 33 = 
- — * "27 rv he 


* — =. 
* 
— — 


YO — - 
—— —— "—_— 
— : 0 


l 
fl 
| 


— 8 
23 * o 


> pi 


m—— = 


— 


— 


* 


— - 
> 
— 22 
— 
— = 


* — 
. 


2 
-- 


SEM * 
FF ona lan x 2 nt 


os & 
——b—— 


2 a. 
_ 9 © 9 _ * - 


* ¼rVÜnʒ 


— — 
* 


ee. 


- " > 
* 2 


— 2 
Pe 2 SS 
- 
— ——— — _ ” 
- —Y 


EPR TIO ones — —— —ꝛů — — 0 


- 3 . — — 


158 MISCELLANIES. 


XVII. | 
And thrice he call'd on Marg'ret's name, 65 


And thrice he wept full ſore, | 
Then laid his cheek to her cold grave, 
And word ſpoke never more“ 68 


* In a comedy of Fletcher, called The Knight of the Burn- 
ing Peſtle, old Merrythought enters repeating the following 
verſes : ; 


When it was grown to dark midnight, 
And all were faft aſleep, 

In came Marg'ret's grimly ghoſt, 

And ſtood at William's feet. 


This was, probably, the beginning of ſome ballad commonly 
known at the time when that author wrote, and is all of it, I 
believe, that is any where to be met with. Theſe lines, naked 
of ornament, and ſimple as they are, ſtruck my fancy, and 
bringing ſreſh into my mind an unhappy adventure much 
talked of formerly, gave birth to the foregoing Poem, which 
was written many years ago. Mallet. 

An elegant Latin imitation of this ballad is printed in the 
Works of Vincent Bourne. 
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Mark it, Ceſario, it is true and plain; 

The ſpinſters and the Enitters in the ſun, 

And the free maids that weave their thread with bones, 

Do uſe to chant it: it is filly ſooth, 

And dallies with the innocence of love 

Like the old age. SHAKESP. TWELFTH NIGHT, 


I. 
Fax in the windings of a vale, 
Faſt by a ſhelt'ring wood, 
The ſafe retreat of Health and Peace, 
An humble cottage ſtood : 


* Extract of a letter from the curate of Bowes, in York /hire, on 
the ſubjed of this Poem. To Mr. Copperthwaite, at Marrict. 


WORTHY SIR, 


« As to the affair mentioned in your's, it happened long be- 
« fore my time: I have therefore been obliged to conſult my 
* clerk, and another perſon in the neighbourhood, for the 
truth of that melancholy event. The hittory of it is as fol- 
« lows. The family-name of the young man was Frightſon, 
of the young maiden Railton. They were both much of the 
* ſame age, that is, growing up to twenty. In their birth 
* was no diſparity ; but in fortune, alas ! the was his inferior. 
* His father, a hard old man, who had by his toil acquired a 
** handſome competency, expected and required that his ſor: 
* ſhould marry ſuitably ; but as amor vincit omnia, his heart 
vas unalterably fixed on the pretty young creature already 
named. Their courtſhip, which was all by ſtealth, unknown 
to the family, continued about a year: when it was found 


out, old Wrightſon, his wife, and particularly their crooked 
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S H. 

There beauteous Emma flouriſh'd fair Li 
Beneath a mother's eye, | 
Whoſe only wiſh on earth was now 
To ſee her bleſs'd and die. 

III. 
The ſofteſt bluſh that Nature ſpreads 
Gave colour to her cheek; 10 
Such orient colour (miles thro' heav'n | 
When vernal mornings break. 

IV. 
Nor let the pride of great ones ſcorn 
This charmer of the plains; 


daughter, Hannah, flouted at the maiden, and treated her 
„ with notable contempt ; for they held it as a maxim, and a 
* ruſtic one it is, ** that blood was nothing without groats.” 
Ihe young lover ſickened, and took to his bed about Shrove 
* Tueſday, and died the Sunday fe*ennight after. On the laſt 
day of his illneſs he defired to ſee his miſtreſs : ſhe was civilly 
received by the mother, who bid her welcome--when it was 
* too late; but her daughter Hannah lay at his back to cut 
I them off from all opportunity of exchanging their thoughts. 

At her return home, on hearing the bell toll out for his de- 
© parture the ſcreamed aloud that her heart was burſt, and 
expired ſome moments after. The then curate of Bowes * 
<« inſerted it in his regiſter that they both died of love, and 
«« were buried in the ſame grave, March 15. 1714. Iam, 

« Dear Sir, 
Your's,” c. 

* Bowes is a fmall village in Yortſhire, where, in former times, the 
Carls of Richmond had z caſtle. It ſtands on the edge of that vaſt and 
mountainous tract named by the neighbouring people Stanemore, which 


is always W wind and weather, deſolate and ſolitary throughout. 
CAMD, BRIT. 
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EDWIN AND EMMA, 


That ſun who bids their diamond blaze 
To paint our lily deigns. 

V. 
Long had ſhe fill'd each youth with love, 
Each maiden with deſpair, 
And tho' by all a wonder own'd, 
Yet knew not ſhe was fair; 

. 
Till Edwin came, the pride of ſwains! 
A ſoul devoid of art, 
And from whoſe eye, ſerenely mild, 
Shone forth the feeling heart. 

VII. 
A mutual flame was quickly caught, 
Was quickly too reveal'd, 
For neither boſom lodg'd a wiſh 
That virtue keeps conceal'd. 


VIII. 
What happy hours of home · felt bliſs 
Did love on both beſtow ! 


But bliſs too mighty long to laſt 
Where Fortune proves a foe. 

IX, 
His ſiſter, who, like Envy form'd, 
Like her in miſchief joy'd, 
To work them harm, with wicked ſkill 
Each darker art employ'd. 
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1 | | 162 xuIiSczLLANIES. 
1 X. : 
1 The fat her too, a ſordid man! ] 
14 Who love nor pity knew, 
4 | | | Was all-unfeeling as the clod 1 
| | | | From whence his riches grew. 40 F 
118 XI. 4 
| | Long had he ſeen their ſecret flame, 4 
; C | 1 And ſeen it long unmov'd, 
4 ſ | | Then with a father's frown at laſt 1 
5 Had ſternly diſapprov'd. 6 
1 XII. 6 
| . 5 In Edwin's gentle heart a war 45 1 
1 Of diff” ring paſſions ſtrove; 
& . | His heart, that durſt not diſobey 8 
1 Yet could not ceaſe to love. A 
5 | 0 XIII. F. 
1 Deny'd her ſight, he oft' behind 80 
I | The ſpreading hawthorn crept, 50 
273 To ſnatch a glance, to mark the ſpot B 
Where Emma walk'd and wept. A 
XIV. Fe 
Olt', too, on Stanemore's wintry waſte, 1 
Beneath the moonlight ſhade, | 
In ſighs to pour his ſoften'd foul 55 N. 
The midnight mourner ſtray'd. T] 
4 XV, Tl 
His cheek, where health with beauty glow'd, I 


A deadly pale o'ercaſt ; 
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EDWIN AND EMMA. 


So fades the freſh roſe in its prime 
Before the northern blaſt. 
XVI. 

The parents now, with late remorſe, 
Hung o'er his dying bed, 
And weary'd Heav'n with fruitleſs vows, 
And fruitleſs ſorrow ſhed. 

XVII. 
«Tis paſt,” he cry d“ but if your ſouls 
« Sweet mercy yet cau move, 
Let theſe dim eyes once more behold 
* What they muſt ever love.” 

XVIII. 
She came; his cold hand ſoftly touch' d, 
And bath'd with many a tear: 
Faſt-falling o'er the primroſe pale 
So morning-dews appear. 

XIX. 
But, oh! his ſiſter's jealous care, 
A cruel ſiſter ſhe! 
Forbade what Emma came to ſay, 
My Edwin! live for me.“ 

XX. 


Now homeward as ſhe hopeleſs wept 


The churchyard path along, 
The blaſt blew cold, the dark owl ſcream'd 
Her Jover's ſun'ral ſong. 
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164 MISCELLANIES» 


XXI. 
Amid the falling gloom of night 
Her ſtartling fancy found 
In ev'ry buſh his hov'ring ſhade, 
His groan in ev'ry ſound. 

XXII, 
Alone, appall'd, thus had ſhe paſs'd 85 
The viſionary vale— 
When, lo! the death-bell ſmote her ear, 
Sad ſounding in the gale. 

XXIII. 
Juſt then ſhe reach'd, with trembling ſtep, 
Her aged mother's door— 96 
« He 's gone!” ſhe cry'd, © and I ſhall ſee 
That angel face no more! 

XXIV. 

© I feel, I feel this breaking heart 
*© Beat high againſt my fide——" 
From her white arm down ſunk her head : 
She ſhiv'ring ſigh'd, and dy'd, 96 


90 


96 


VERSES 


PRESENTED TO THE PRINCE OF ORANGE, 
On his viſiting Oxford in the year 1734. 


Rrerivx, lov'd Prince! the tribute of our praiſe, 

This haſty welcome in unfinifh'd lays: 

At beſt, the pomp of ſong, the paint of art, 

Diſplay the genins, but not ſpeak the heart; 

And oft”, as ornament mult truth ſupply, 5 

Are but the ſplendid colouring of a lie. 

Theſe need not here; for to a ſoul like thine 

Truth plain and ſimple will more lovely ſhine. 

The truly good but wiſh the verſe ſincere; 

They court no flatt'ry who no cenſure fear. Io 
Such Naſſau 1s, the faireſt, gentleſt mind, 

In blooming youth the Titus of mankind. 

Crowds who to hail thy wiſh'd appearance ran 

Forgot the prince to praiſe and love the man. 

Such ſenſe with ſweetneſs, grandeur mix'd with eaſe ! 


Our nobler youth will learn of thee te pleaſe: 16 


Thy bright example ſhall our world adorn, 
And charm in gracious princes yet unborn. 

Nor deem this verſe from venal art proceeds, 
That vice of courts, the ſoil for baneſul weeds. 20 
Here candour dwells, here honeſt truths are taught, 
To guide and govern, not diſguiſe, the thought. 

See theſe enlighten'd ſages who preſide 
Oer Learning's empire; ſee the youth they guide! 
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166 MIscrILANIES. 


Behold all faces are in tranſport dreſt 25 
But thoſe moſt wonder who diſcern thee beſt, . 

At ſight of thee each free-born heart receives 

A joy the ſight of princes rarely gives, 

From tyrants ſprung, and oft' themſelves deſign'd 
By Fate the future Neroes of their kind : 30 
But tho' thy blood, we know, tranſmitted ſprings 
From laurell'd heroes and from warrior kings, 
Thro' that high ſeries we delighted trace 

The friends of liberty and human race! 

Oh! born to glad and animate our Iſle! 35 
For thee our heav*ns look pleas'd, our ſeaſons ſmile ; 
For thee, late object of our tender fears, 
When thy life droop'd, and Britain was in tears, 
All-cheering Health, the goddeſs roſy-fair, 
Attended by ſoft ſuns and vernal air, 40 
Sought thoſe fam'd ſprings * where, each afflictive 
Diſeaſe, and age, and pain, invoke her pow'r : hour, 
She came, and while to thee the current flows, 
Pour'd all herſelf, and in thy cup aroſe; 
Hence to thy cheek that inſtant bloom deriv'd! 45 
Hence with thy health the weeping world reviv'd! 

Proceed to emulate thy race divine; 
A life of action and of praiſe be thine! 
Aſſert the titles genuine to thy blood, 
By nature daring, but by reaſon good. 50 
So great, ſo glorious, thy forefathers ſhone, 
No ſon of theirs muſt hope to live unknown: 

* Bath, 


VERSES, Cc. 167 


Their deeds will place thy virtue full in fight, 

Thy vice, if vice thou haſt, in ſtronger light. 

If to thy fair beginnings nobly true, 55 
Think what the world may claim, and thou muſt do: 
The honours that already grace thy name 

Have fix'd thy choice, and force thee ihto fame: 
Ev'n ſhe, bright Anna! whom thy worth has won, 
Inſpires thee what to ſeck and what to ſhun: 60 
Rich in all outward grace, th' exalted fair 

Makes the ſoul's beauty her peculiar care. 

O! be your nuptials crown'd with glad increaſe 

Of ſons in war renown'd, and great in peace; 

Of daughters fair and faithful, to ſupply 

The patriot race, till Nature's ſelf ſhall die! 66 


VERSES 


OCCASIONED BY DR. FRAZER'S 
Rebuilding part of the Univerſity of Aberdeen. 


I's times long paſt, ere Wealth was Learning's foe, 
And dar'd deſpiſe the worth he would not know; 
Ere mitred Pride, which arts alone had rais'd, 
Thoſe very arts in others ſaw unprais'd; | 
Friend to mankind “, a prelate good and great 5 
The Muſes courted to this ſafe retreat; 

Fix'd each fair virgin, decent, in her cell, 

With learned Leiſure and with Peace to dwell. 


* Biſhop Elphinſton, 
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168 MisczTLAxirs. 


The fabric finiſh'd, to the ſov'reign's fame *, 
His own neglecting, he transferr'd his claim: 10 
Here by ſucceſſive worthies well was taught 
Whate'er enlightens or exalts the thought : 
With labour planted, and improv'd with care, 
The various tree of knowledge flouriſh d fair; 
Soft and ſerene the kindly ſeaſons roll'd, Is 
And Science long enjoy'd her Age of Gold, 
Now, dire reverſe! impair'd by lapſe of years, 
A falling waſte the Muſes' ſeat appears. 
O'er her gray roofs, with baneful ivy bound, 
Time, ſure deſtroyer, walks his hoſtile round: 20 
Silent and flow, and ceaſeleſs in his toil, 
He mines each wall, he moulders ev'ry pile! 
Ruin hangs hov'ring o'er the fated place, 
And dumb Oblivion comes with mended pace, 
Sad Learning's genius, with a father's fear, 25 
Beheld the total deſolation near; 
Beheld the Muſes ſtretch the wing to fly, 
And fix'd on heav'n his ſorrow- ſtreamiug eye 
From heay'n, in that dark hour, commiſſion'd came 
Mild Charity, ev'n there the foremoſt name: 30 
Sweet Pity flew before her, ſoftly bright, 
At whoſe felt influence Nature ſmil'd with light. 
* Hear, and rejoice!”—the gracious pow'r be- 
% Already fir'd by me, thy fav'rite fon [gun— 
* This ruin'd ſcene remarks with filial eyes, 35 
And from its fall bids fairer fabrics riſe. 


Calling it King's College, in compliment to James IV, 
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"VERSES, Ge. 169 


* Ey'n now, behold! where crumbling fragments 

jn duſt deep-bury'd, loſt to mem'ry, lay, ſgray, 

The column ſwells, the well-knic arches bend, 

«© The round dome widens, and the roofs aſcend! 40 
Nor ends the bounty thus: by him beſtow'd, 

„Here Science ſhall her richeſt ſtores unload: 

« Whate'er long-hid Philoſophy has found, 

« Or the Muſe ſung, with living laurel crown'd; 

Or Hiſtory deſcry d, far-looking ſage! 45 

* [n the dark doubtfulneſs of diſtant age; ſbin'd, 

© Theſe, thy beſt wealth, with curious choice com- 

Now treaſur'd here, ſhall form the ſtudious mind; 

« To wits unborn the wanted ſuccours give, 

* And fire the Bard whom Genius means to live. 59 
* But teach thy ſons the gentle laws of peace; 

Let low ſelf- love and pedant diſcord ceaſe : 

* Their object truth, utility their aim, 

One ſocial ſpirit reign, in all the ſame : 

Thus aided, arts ſhall with freſh vigour ſhoot, 55 

Their cultur'd bloſſoms ripen into fruit, 

* Thy faded ſtar diſpenſe a brighter ray, 

And each glad Muſe renew her nobleſt lay,” 58 
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170 MISCELLANIES, 


VERSES 


WRITTEN FOR, AND GIVEN IN PRINT TO, A BEGGAR, 


O wercy ! Heav'n's firſt attribute, 

Whoſe care embraces man and brute, 

Behold me, where I ſhiv'ring ſtand ; 

Bid gentle Pity ſtretch her hand 

To Want and Age, Diſeaſe and Pain, [ 
That all in one ſad object reign. 

Still feeling bad, till fearing worſe, 

Exiſtence is to me a curſe; 

Yet how to cloſe this weary eye ? 

By my own hand I dare not die; 10 
And Death, the friend of human woes, 

Who brings the laſt and ſound repoſe, 

Death does at dreadſul diſtance keep, 

And leaves one wretch to wake and weep. 14 


A WINTER'S DAY. 


WRITTEN IN A STATE OF MELANCHOLY, 


No w, gloomy Soul! look out--now comes thy turn; 
With thee behold all ravag'd nature mourn. 

Hail the dim empire of thy darling night, 
'Thatſpreadsſlow-ſhadowingo'erthe vanquiſh'dlight, 
Look out with joy; the ruler of the day $ 
Faint, as thy hopes, emits a glimm'ring ray : 


AWINTER'S Dax. 471 


Already exil'd to the utmoſt ſky, 
Hither, oblique, he turn'd his clouded eye. 
Lo! from the limits of the wintry pole 
Mountainous clouds in rude confuſion roll; Io 
In diſmal pomp, now hov'ring on their way, 
To a ſick twilight they reduce the day. 
And hark! impriſon'd winds, broke looſe, ariſe, 
And roar their haughty triumph thro' the ſkies, 14 
; WT While the driv'n clouds, o'ercharg'd with floods of 
And mingled lightning, burſt upon the plain. ſrain, 
Now ſee ſad earth—like thine her alter'd ſtate, 
Like thee ſhe mourns her ſad reverſe of fate! 
Her ſmile, her wanton looks where are they now? 
10 Faded her face, and wrapt in clouds her brow! 20 
No more th' ungrateful verdure of the plain, 
No more the wealth-crown'd labours of the ſwain ; 
Theſe ſcenes of bliſs no more upbraid my fate, 
14 Torture my pining thought, and rouſe my hate; 
The leaf-clad foreſt and the tufted grove, 25 
Erewhile the ſafe retreats of happy love, 
Stripp'd of their honours, naked now appear; 


EGGAR, 


- This i my Soul! the winter of their year: 
thy turn; he little noiſy ſongſters of the, wing, 
” All ſhiv"ring on the bough, forget to ſing. 30 
ail, rev rend Silence! with thy awful brow, 
ſh'dlight. he Muſic's voice for ever mute —as now; 
et no intruſive joy my dead repoſe 
T Diſturb—no pleaſure diſconcert my woes. 
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172 ."MISCELLANIES, 


In this moſs-cover'd cavern hopeleſs laid 33 
On the cold cliff T'll lean my aching head, 
And, pleas'd with Winter's waſte, er n, ſee 
All nature in an agony with me. 
Rough rugged rocks; wet marſhes, ruin'd tow'rs, 
Bare trees, brown brakes, bleak heaths, and ruſhy 
moors, . 40 
Dead floods, huge cataracts, to my pleas'd eyes 
(Now I can ſmile) —in wild diforder rife; 
And now, the various dreadfulneſs combin'd, 
Black Melancholy comes to doze my mind. 44 
See! Night's wiſh'd ſhades riſe ſpreading thro' the 
And the lone hollow gloom for me prepare! (air, 
Hail, ſolitary ruler of the grave 
Parent of terrors! from thy dreary cave 
Let thy dumb filence midnight all the ground, 
And ſpread a welcome horror wide around. 30 
But hark !——a ſudden hol invades my ear! 
The phantoms of the dreadful hour are near; 
Shadows from each dark cavern now combine, 
And ſtalk around, and mix their yells with mine. 
Stop, flying Time! repoſe thy reſtleſs wing; 5; 
Fix here—nor haſten to reſtore the ſpring; 
Fix'd my ill fate, fo fix'd let winter be 
Let never wanton ſeaſon laugh at me. 8 


The ſ 
Youtt 


) A FRAGMENT. 


Fair Morn aſcends; ſoft Zephyr's wing 
O'er hill and vale renews the ſpring ; 
Where ſown profuſely herb and flow'r 
Of balmy ſmell, of healing pow'r, 

Their ſouls in fragrant dews exhale, 
And breathe freſh life in ev'ry gale. 
Here ſpreads a green expanſe of plains, 
Where ſweetly- penſi ve Silence reigns; 
And there, at utmoſt ſtretch of eye, 

A mountain fades into the ſky; 

While winding round, diffus'd and deep, 
A river rolls with ſounding ſweep. 

Of human art no traces near, 

I ſeem alone with Nature here! 

Here are thy walks, O ſacred Health! 
The monarch's bliſs, the beggar's wealth, 
The ſeas'ning of all good below 
The ſov'reign friend in joy or woe 
O thou! moſt courted, moſt deſpis'd, 

And but in abſence duly priz'd! 

Pow'r of the ſoft and roſy face, 

The vivid pulſe, the vermil grace, 

The ſpirits when they gayeſt ſhine, 

Youth, beauty, pleaſure, all are thine! 
P iti} 


WII 


10 


15 


2 2 *. ̃ ꝛ˙̃᷑ —uuů.———— — — 


£ 
. 
7 
3 
k 
% 
1 
L 


— —— — 


. ——————— 
: 


— — 


174 MISCELLANIES. 


O ſun of liſe! whoſe heav'nly ray 
Lights up and cheers our various day, 
'The turbulence of hopes and fears, 
The ſtorm of fate, the cloud of years, 
Till Nature, with thy parting light, 
Repoſes late in Death's calm night: 
Fled from the trophy d roofs of ſtate, 


{Abodes of ſplendid pain and hate; 


Fled ſrom the couch where in ſweet fleep 

Hot Riot would his anguiſh ſteep, 

But toſſes thro' the midnight ſhade, 

Of death of life alike afraid; - 

For ever fled to ſhady cell, 

Where Temp'rance, where the Muſes dwell; 

Thou oft” art ſeen, at early dawn, 

Slow-pacing o'er the breezy lawn; 

Or on the brow of mountain high, 

In ſilence feaſting ear and eye 

With ſong and proſpect, which abound 

From birds, and woods, and waters round. 
But when the ſun, with noontide ray, 

Flames forth intolerable day; 

While Heat ſits fervent on the plain, 

With Thirſt and Languor in his train, 

All Nature ſick'ning in the blaze, 

'Thou, in the wild and woody maze 

"That clouds the vale with umbrage deep, 

Impendent from the neighb'ring ſteep, 
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A FRAGMENT, 


Wilt find betimes a calm retreat, 
Where breathing Coolneſs has her ſeat. 


There plung'd amid the ſhadows brown, 


Imagination lays him down, 
Attentive, in his airy mood, 

To ev'ry murmur of the wood : 

'The bee in yonder flow'ry nook, 

'The chidings of the headlong brook, 
The green leaf ſhiv'ring in the gale, 
The warbling hill, the lowing vale, 
The diſtant woodman's echoing ſtroke, 
The thunder of the falling oak : 

From thought to thought in viſion led, 
He holds high converſe with the dead, 
Sages or poets, See! they riſe, | 
And ſhadowy ſkim before his eyes. 
Hark ! Orpheus ſtrikes the lyre again, 


That ſoften'd ſavages to men: 


Lo, Socrates! the ſent of Heav'n, 

To whom its moral will was giv'n : 
Fathers and friends of human-kind, 
They form'd the nations, or refin'd ; 
With all that mends the head and heart, 
Enlight'ning truth, adorning art. 

While thus I mus'd beneath the ſhade, 
At once the ſounding breeze was laid, 
And Nature, by the unknown law, 
Shook deep with reverential awe. 
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176 MISCELLANIES, 


Dumb ſilence grew upon the hour, 

A browner night involv'd the bow'r; 
When, iſtuing from the inmoſt wood, 
Appear'd fair Freedom's genius good. 
O Freedom! ſov'reign boon of Heav'n, 
Great charter with our being giv'n, 
For which the patriot and the ſage 
Have plann'd, have bled, thro' ev'ry age 
High privilege of human race, 

Beyond a mortal monarch's grace, 
Who could not give, nor can reclaim, 
What but from God immediate came ! 


# + + * 


A FUNERAL HYMN. 


I. 
Vr midnight Shades! o'er Nature ſpread 
Dumb ſilence of the dreary hour ; 
In honour of th' approaching dead 
Around your awful terrors pour. 
Yes, pour around 
On this pale ground, 
Thro' all this deep ſurrounding gloom, 
The ſober thought, 
The tear untaught, 
Thoſe meeteſt mourners at a tomb. 
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A FUNERAL HYMN, 


II. 
Lo! as the ſurplic'd train draw near 
To this laſt manſion of mankind, 
The ſlow ſad bell, the ſable bier, 
tu holy muſings wrap the mind 
And while their beam, 
With trembling ſtream, 
Attending tapers faintly dart, 
Each mould'ring bone, 
Each ſculptur'd ſtone, 
Strikes mute inſtruction to the heart. 

III. 
Now let the ſacred organ blow 
With ſolemn pauſe and ſounding flow; 
Now let the voice due meaſure keep, 
In ſtrains that figh and words that weep, 
Till all the vocal current blended roll, 
Not to depreſs but lift the ſoaring ſoul. - | 

| IV. 

To lift it in the Maker's praiſe | 
Who firſt inform'd our frame with breath, 
And after ſome few ſtormy days 
Now gracious gives us o'er to death. 
No king of fears 
In kim appears 
Who ſhuts the ſcene of human woes; 
Beneath his ſhade 
Securely laid 
Ihe dead alone find true repoſe, 
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176 MISCELLANIES, 

V. 
Then while we mingle duſt with duſt, 
To One ſupremely good and wiſe 
Raiſe hallelujahs. God is juſt, 
And man moſt happy whea he dies. 
His winter paſt, 
Fair Spring at laſt 


Receives him on her flow'ry ſhore, 


Where pleaſure's roſe 
Immortal blows, 
And {in and ſorrow are no more. 


ON AN AMOROUS OLD MAN. 


ST1LL hov'ring round the fair at ſixty-four, 
Unſit to love, unable to give o'er; 

A fleſh-fly, that juſt flatters on the wing, 
Awake to buzz, but not alive to ſting; 

Briſk where he cannot, backward where he can, 
The teaſing ghoſt of the departed man. 


ON I. H. ESQ. 


"Tur youth had wit himſelf, and could afford 

A witty neighbour his good word. 

Tho' ſcandal was his joy, he would not ſwear : 
An oath had made the ladies ſtare, 

At them he duly dreſs'd, but without paſſion ; 
His only miſtreſs was the faſhion, e 


46 


6 


46 


ON THE DEATH OF LADY ANSON. 179 


His verſe with fancy glitter'd, cold and faint; 

His proſe with ſenſe correctly quaint, 

Trifles he lov'd; he taſted arts: 

At once a fribble and a man of parts. 10 


ON THE DEATH OF LADY ANSON. 


ADDRESSED TO HER FATHER, 1761. 


O! Crown'd with honour, bleſs'd with length of days, 

Thou whom the wiſe revere, the worthy praiſe; 

Juſt guardian of thoſe laws thy voice explain'd, 

And meriting all titles thou haſt gain'd— 

Tho' ſtill the faireſt from Heav'n's bounty flow, 5 

For good and great no monarch can beſtow; 

Yet thus of health, of fame, of friends, poflefs'd, 

No fortune, Hardwicke! is ſincerely bleſs'd ; 

All human-kind are ſons of ſorrow born; 

The great muſt ſuffer, and the good muſt mourn. 10 
For ſay, can Wiſdom's ſelf, what late was thine, 

Can Fortitude, without a ſigh reſign ? 

Ah! no: when Love, when Reaſon, hand in hand 

O'er the cold urn conſenting mourners ſtand, 

The firmeſt heart diſſolves to ſoften here, 15 

And Piety applauds the falling tear. 

Thoſe ſacred drops, by virtuous weakneſs ſhed, 

Adorn the living while they grace the dead; 

From tender thought their ſource unblam'd they 

By Heav'n approv'd, and true to Nature's law. draw, 
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180 _ MISCELLANIES., 


When his lov'd child the Roman could not fave, 21 
Immortal Tully, from an early grave *, 
No common forms his home - felt paſſion kept, 
The ſage, the patriot, in the parent wept: 
And, O! by grief ally'd, as join'd in fame, 25 
The Tame thy loſs, thy forrows are the ſame. 
She whom the Muſes, whom the Loves, deplore, 
Ev'n ſhe thy pride and pleaſure is no more; 
In bloom of years, in all her virtue's bloom, 
].oſt to thy hopes, and ſilent in the tomb. 30 
O ſeaſon mark'd by mourning and deſpair ! 
Thy blaſts how fatal to the young and fair ? 
For vernal freſhneſs, for the balmy breeze, 
Thy tainted winds came pregnant with diſcaſe; 
Sick Nature ſunk before the mortal breath, 55 
That ſcatter'd fever, agony, and death. 
What ſun'rals have thy cruel ravage ſpread! 
What eyes have flow d! what noble boſoms bled! 
Here let Reflection fix her ſober view; 
O think who ſuffer and who ſigh with you. 40 
See rudely ſnatch'd, in all her pride of charms, 
Bright Granby from a youthful huſband's arms! 
In climes far diſtant ſee that huſband mourn, 
His arms revers'd, his recent jaurel torn ! 
* Tullia died about the age of two - and · thirty. She is cele- 
brated for her filial piety, and for having added to the uſual 


graces of her ſex the more ſolid accompliſhments of krow- 
ledge and polite letters. Mallet. 
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ON THE DEATH OF LADY ANSON, 187 


Echold again, at Fate's imperious call, 45 
In one dread inſtant blooming Lincoln fall! 
Sce her lov'd lord with ſpeechleſs anguiſh bend! 
And, mixing tears with his, thy nobleſt friend, 
Thy Pelham, turn on heav'n his ſtreaming eye; 
Again in her he ſees a brother die! 50 
And he who, long unſhaken and ſerene, 
Had death in each dire form of terror ſeen, 
Thro' worlds unknown o'er unknown oceans toſt, 
By love ſubdu'd, now weeps a conſort loſt ; 
Now ſunk to fondneſs all the man appears, 55 
His front dejected, and his foul in tears. 
Yet more; nor thou the Muſc's voice diſdain, 
Who fondly tries to ſooth a father's pain 
Let thy calm eye ſurvey the ſuit'ring ball, 
dee kingdoms round thee verging to their fall! 60 
What ſpring had promis'd and what autumn yiclds, 
The bread of thouſands, raviſh'd from their fields 
See youth and age, th' ignoble and the great, 
Swept to one grave, in one promiſcuous fate | 
Hear Europe groan! hear all her nations mourn! 65 
And be a private wound with patience borne. 
Think too, and reaſon will confirm the thought; 
Thy cares for her are to their period brought. 
Yes ſhe, fair pattern to a ſailing age! 
Wich wit chaſtis'd, with ſprightly temper ſage; 70 
hom each endearing name could recommend, 
Whom all became, wife, cr, daughter, friend, 
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182 MISCELLANIES. 


Unwarp'd by folly, and by vice unſtain'd, 

The prize of virtue has for ever gain'd! 

From liſe eſcap'd, and ſafe on that calm ſhore 75 
Where ſin, and pain, and error, are no more; 


She now no change, nor you no fear, can feel ; I 
Death to her ſame has fix'd th' eternal ſeal. 78 Se 
I. 

IMPROMPTU, 0 


On a lady ⁊cbo had paſſed ſome time in playing with a 
very young child. 
I ur on this leaſt of little Miſſes 


Did Celia waſte ſo many kiſſes ? 
Quoth Love, who ſtood behind, and ſmil'd, 


She kiſs'd the father in the child. 4 duc 
Ant 

INSCRIPTION FOR A PICTURE. All 
Wn no one talent that deſerves applauſe; Not 
With no one aukwardneſs that laughter draws; The 
Who thinks not, but juſt echoes what we ſay; For | 
Ev'n 


A clock at morn wound up to run a day; 

His larum goes in one ſmooth ſimple ſtrain; 5 
He ſtops, and then we wind him up again: 

Still hov'ring round the fair at fifty-four, 

Unfit to love, unable to give o'er : 

A fleſh-fly, that juſt flutters on the wing, 

Awake to buzz, but not alive to ſting ; 10 
Briſk where he cannot, backward where he can, 
The teaſing ghoſt of the departed man. 12 
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EPIGRAM, 
On ſeeing to perſons paſs by in very different equipages, 


Is modern as in ancient days, 

See what the Muſes have to brag on; 
The player in his own poſt-chaiſe, 
The poet in a carrier's wagon ! 


EPIGRAM. 


WRITTEN AT TUNBRIDGE WELLS, 1760. 


Wue Churchill led his legions on, 
Succeſs ſtill follow'd where he ſhone. 
And are thoſe triumphs, with the dead, 
All from his houſe for ever fled ? 

Not ſo; by ſofter ſurer arms, 

They yet ſurvive in beauty's charms; 
For look on blooming Pembroke's face, 
Ey'n now he triumphs in his race. 8 
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184 MISCELLANIES. 


EPIGRAM, 
On a certain Lord's paſſion for a ſinger. 


Nemxa's angel-voice delights; 

Nerina's devil-face affrights; 

How whimſical her Strephon's fate, 
Condemn'd at once to like and hate! 

But be ſhe cruel, be ſhe kind, 

Love! ſtrike her dumb, or make him blind. 


A SIMILE IN PRIOR, 
Applied to the ſame perſon. 


Dran Thomas! didſt thou never pop 
Thy head into a tinman's ſhop ? 
There, Thomas! didit thou never ſece— 
"Tis but by way of Simile 
A ſquirrel ſpend its little rage 
In jumping round a rowling cage? 
Mov'd in the orb, pleas'd with the chimes, 
The fooliſh creature thinks it climbs; 
But here or there, turn wood or wire, 
It never gets two inches higher. 

So fares it with this little peer, 
So buſy and ſo buſtling here; 
For ever flirting up and down, 
And friſking round his cage, the Town, 


— 


EPITAPHS, 185 


A world of nothing in his chat, 15 
Of who ſaid this, and who did that ? 

With Similes that never hit, 

Vivacity that has no wit; 

Schemes laid this hour, the next forſaken; 

Advice oft” aſ d, but never taken; 20 | 
Still whirPd, by ev'ry riſing whim, 
From that to this, from her to him; 
And when he hath his circle run, | 
6 He ends—uſt where he firſt begun. 24 | 


C3 


EPITAPH 


ON MR. AIEM.AN AND UIS ONLY SON, 


0. — — > = 
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ii ho vere both interred in the ſame grave. 


Dras to the wiſe and good, diſprais'd by none, 
Here ſleep in peace the father and the ſon; 
5 By virtue, as by nature, cloſe ally'd, 

The painter's genius, but without the pride; 
Worth unambitious, wit afraid to ſhine, 5 
Honour'sclear light, and Friendſhip's warmth divine. 
The ſon, fair riſing, knew too ſhort a date; 

10 But, oh! how more ſevere the parent's fate! 
He ſaw him torn, untimely, from his ſide, 
Felt ali a father's anguiſh, wept. and dy'd! 10 
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186 MISCELLANIZ2, 


EPITAPH ON A YOUNG LADY. 


Turs humble grave tho' no proud ſtructures grace, 
Yet Truth and Goodneſs ſanctify the place; 

Yet blameleſs Virtue, that adorn'd thy bloom, 
Lamented Maid ! now weeps upon thy tomb. 

O *ſcap'd from life! O ſafe on that calm ſhore 5 
Where ſin, and pain, and paſſion, are no more! 
What never wealth could buy, nor pow'r decree, 
Regard and Pity wait ſincere on thee : 

Lo! ſoft Remembrance drops a pious tear, 

And holy Friendſhip ſtands a mourner here. 10 
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EPISTLES. 
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TO MIRA. 


FROM THE COUNTRY. 


Ar this late hour the world lies huſu d below, 
Nor is one breath of air awake to blow: 
Now walks mute Midnight darkling o' er the plain, 
Reſt and ſoft - ſooted Silence in his train, 
To bleſs the cottage, and renew the ſwain, 5 
Theſe all-aſleep, me all-awake, they hnd; 
Nor reſt nor ſilence charm the lover s mind. 
Already I a thouſand torments prove, 
The thouſand torments of divided love: 
The rolling thought, impatient in the breaſt, 10 
The flutt'ring wiſh on wing, that will not rt; 
Deſire, whoſe kindled flames, undying, glow, 
Knowledge of diſtant bliſs and preſent woe; 
Unhuſh'd, unſſeeping all, with me they dwell, 
Children of abſence, and of loving well. T5 
Theſe pale the cheek and cloud the cheerleſs eye, 
Swell the ſwift tear, and heave the frequent ſigh ; 
Theſe reach the heart, and bid the health decline; 
And theſe, O Mira! theſe are truly mine. 

She whoſe ſweet ſmile would gladden all the grove, 
Whoſe mind is muſic, and whoſc locks are love; 21 


She, gentle Pow T! victorious ſoftucſs!—She, 


[1 | 188 | EPISTLES, 
Mira! is far from hence, from love and me; 


4 Yet in my ev'ry thought her form I find, 
| Her looks, her words--her world of charms combin d 
| Sweetneſs is her's, and unaffected eaſe, 26 
bo The native wit, that was not taught to pleaſe. 
[9 | Whatever ſoftly animates the face, 
| { | The eye's attemper fire, the winning grace, 
117 Th' unſtudy d ſmile, the bluſh that nature warms, 30 
1 And all the graceful negligence of charms! 


Ha! while gaze a thouſand ardours riſe, 

And my fir'd boſom flaſhes from my eyes. 
Oh! melting mildneſs! miracle of charms! 
Receive my ſoul within thoſe folding arms; 25 
it On that dear boſom let my wiſhes reſt— 

1 Oh! ſofter than the turtle's downy breaſt ! 

; And ſce! where Love himſelf is waiting near; 
| Here let me Ver dwell—for heav'n is here 


> 
S 


l 
TO MR. THOMSON, 
On bis publiſhing the ſecond edition of 
| | | HIS POEM CALLED WINTER, 


| | Cuarm'o and inſtructed by thy pow'rſul ſong, 

nl I have, unjuſt, withheld my thanks too long; 
This debt of gratitude at length receive, 
Warmly ſincere, t is all thy friend can give. 
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Thy worth new lights the poct's darken'd name, 5 

And ſhews it blazing in the brighteſt fame. 

Thro' all thy various Winter full are found 

Magnificence of thought, and pomp of found, 

Clear depth of ſenſe, expreſſion's height ning grace, 

And goodneſs, eminent in pow'r and place, 10 

For this the wiſe, the knowing few, commend 

With zealous joy for thou art Virtue's friend: 

Ev'n age and truth ſevere, in reading thee, 

That Heav'n inſpires the Muſe con vinc'd agree. 
Thus I dare ſing of merit, faintly known, T5 

Friendleſs—ſupported by itſelf alone: 

For thoſe whoſe aided will could lift thee high 

In fortune, fee not with Diſcernment's eye. 

Nor place nor pow'r beſtows the ſight refin'd, 

And wealth enlarges not the narrow mind. 20 
How couldſt thou think of ſuch and write ſo well? 

Or hope reward by daring to excel? 

Unſkilful of the age, untaught to gain 

Thoſe favours which the fawning baſe obtain, 

A thouſand ſhameful arts, to thee vurknown, 25 

Talſchood and flatt'ry mult be firſt thy own. 

It thy lov'd country lingers in thy breaſt, 

Thou muſt drive out th' unprofitable gueſt ; 

Extinguiſh each bright aim that kindles there, 

And centre in thyſelf thy cv'ry care. 30 
But hence that vileneſs—pleas'd to charm man- 


Caſt each low thought of int'reſt far behind: [kind, 
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Neglected into noble ſcorn away 
From that worn path where vulgar poets ſtray; 
Inglorious herd! profuſe of venal lays, 35 
F And by the pride deſpis'd they ſtoop to praiſe : 
iy | Thou! carcleſs of the ſtateſman's ſmile or frown, 
Ty Tread that ſtraight way that leads to fair renown. 
iſ By virtue guided, and by glory fir'd, 
14 And by reluctant envy ſlow admir'd, 40 
Dare to do well, and in thy boundleſs mind 
Embrace the gen' ral welfare of thy kind; 
Enrich them with the treaſures of thy thought, 
What Heav'n approves, and what the Muſe has 
Where thy pow'r fails, unable to go on, [I taught. 
Ambitious, greatly will the good undone: 46 
So ſhall thy name thro' ages bright ning ſhine, 
| And diſtant praiſe from worth unborn be thine; 

Hg So ſhalt thou, happy, merit Heav'n's regard, 

1 And find a glorious tho' a late reward. 50 
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SONGS. 


SONG. 


TO A SCOTCH TUNE, THE BIRKS OF INVERMAY. 


I. 
Tur ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring, 
Invite the tuneful birds to ſing, 
And while they warble from each ſpray, 
Love melts the univerſal lay. 
Let us, Amanda! timely wiſe, 5 
Like them improve the hour that flies, 
And in ſoft raptures waſte the day 
Among the ſhades of Invermay. 

II. 

For ſoon the winter of the year, 
And age, liſe's winter, will appear; 10 
At this thy living bloom muſt fade, 
As that will ſtrip the verdant ſhade: 
Our taſte of plezſure then is o'er; 
The feather'd ſongſters love no more; 
And when they droop, and we decay, 
Adieu the ſhades of Invermay ! 16 
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192 SONGS, 


SONG. 


TO A SCOTCH TUNE. MARY SCOT., 


I. 


Wars Thames, along the daify'd meads, 


His wave in lucid mazes leads, 

Silent, flow, ſerenely flowing, 

Wealth on either ſhore beſtowing, 

There in a ſafe tho' ſmall retreat 
Content and Love have fix*d their ſeat ; * 
Love, that counts his duty pleaſure, 


Content that knows and hugs his treaſure, 


II. 
Trom art, from jealouſy, ſecure, 
As faith unblam'd, as iriendihip pure, 
Vain opinion nobly ſcorning, 
Virtue aiding, life adorning; 
Fair Thames, along thy flow ry ſide, 
May thoſe whom truth and reaſon guide, 
All their tender hours improving, 
Live like us, belov'd and loving ! 


Iv 


16 


AN ODE 


IN THE MASK OF ALFRED: 


Sung by a ſbepberdęſi wwho has leſt her lover in ile wars, 


A vouru, adorn'd with ev'ry art 

o warm and win the coldeſt heart, 
In ſecret mine poſleſs'd : 

Ihe morning bud that faireſt blows, 
The vernal oak that ſtraighteſt grows, 
His face and ſhape expreſs'd. 


In moving ſounds he told his tale, 

Soft as the ſighings of the gale 

That wakes the flow'ry year. 

What wonder he could charm with caſe, 
Whom happy Nature taught to pleaſe, 
Whom Honour made ſincere, 


At morn he left me—fought—and fell 
The fatal ev'ning heard his knell, 

And ſaw the tears I ſhed; 

Tears that muſt ever, ever fall, 

For, ah! no ſighs the paſt recall ; 

No cries awake the dead! 
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PROLOGUE 


TO THE SIEGE OF DAMASCUS, 


Spcken by Lord Sandwich, 


Wur v arts and arms, beneath Eliza's ſmile, 

Spread wide their influence o'er this happy ile, 

A golden reign, uncurs'd with party-rage, 

That foe to taſte, and tyrant of our age; 

re all our learning in a libel lay, 5 

And all our talk in politics or play, 

The ſtateſman oft' would ſooth his toils with wit, 

What Spenſer ſung, and Nature's Shakeſpeare writ; 

Or to the laurell'd grove, at times, retire, | 

There woo the Muſe, and wake the moving lyre. 10 
As fair examples, like aſcending Morn, 

'The world at once enlighten and adorn, 

From them diffus'd the gentle arts of peace 

Shot bri;zht'ning o'er the land with ſwift increaſc, 

Rough nature ſoften'd into grace and eaſe, 15 

Senſe grew polite, and Science ſought to pleaſe. 
Reliev'd from yon' rude ſcene of party-din, 

Where open Baſenęſs vies with ſecet Sin, 
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PROLOGUES, Cc. * 795 


And fafe embow'r'd in Woburn's * airy groves, 

Let us recall the times our taſte approves, 20 
Awaken to our aid the mourning Muſe, 

Thro' ev'ry boſom tender thought infuſe, 

Melt angry Faction into moral ſenſe, 

And to his gueſts a Bedford's ſoul diſpenſe. 

And now, while Spring extends her ſmiling reign, 
Green on the mountain, low'ry in the plain; 26 
While genial Nature breathes from hill and dale 
Health, fragrance, gladneſs, in the living gale, 
The various ſoſtneſs ſtealing thro' the heart, 
Impreſſions ſweetly ſocial will impart. 

When ſad Eudocia pours her hopeleſs woe 

The tear of pity will unbidden flow 

When erring Phocyas, whom wild paſſions blind, 
Holds up himſelf a mirror for mankind, 

An equa] eye on our own hearts we turn, 35 
Where ſrailties lurk, where fond affections burn; 
And conſcious Nature is in all the ſame, 

We mourn the guilty, while the guilt we blame ! 38 


—2 
C3 


Ihe Siege of Damaſcus was ated at Woburn by the Duke 
of Bedford, the Earl of Sandwich, and ſome other perſons ot 
diftinction, in the month of May 1743. 
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196 PROLOGUES, Or. 


PROLOGUE 


TO MR, THOMSON'S AGAMEMNON, 


\V arx this deciſive night at length appears, 
e night of ev'ry author's hopes and fears, 
* hat ſhifts to bribe applauſe poor poets try! 
n all the forms of wit they court and lie 
i heſe meanly beg it as an alms; and thoſe 5 
F y boaſtful bluſter dazzle and impoſe. 
Nor poorly fearful nor ſecurely vain, 
Ours would by honeſt ways that grace obtain ; 
Would, as a free-born wit, be fairly try'd, 
And then—let candour fairly too, decide. 10 
le courts no friend who blindly comes to praiſe ; 
Ite dreads no foe but whom his ſaults may raiſe, 
Indulge a gen'rous pride, that bids him own 
le aims to pleaſe by noble means alone 
By what may win the judgment, wake the heart, 15 
Inſpiring nature, and directing art; 
By ſcenes ſo wrought as may applauſe command 
More from the judging head than thund'ring hand, 
Important is the moral we would teach 
Oh ! may this iſland practiſe what we preach— 20 
Vice in its firſt approach with care to ſhun ; 
The wretch who once engages is undone. 
Crimes lead to greater crimes, and link ſo ſtraight, 
What firſt was accident at laſt is fate : 
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PROLOGUES, Oe. 197 


Guilt's hapleſs ſervant ſinks into a ſlave, 25 
And Virtuc's laſt ſad ſtrugglings cannot ſave. 

As ſuch our fair attempt, we hope to ſee 
© Our judges — here at leaſt—from influence free: 
© One place——unbiaſs'd yct by party rage 
* Where only honour votes—the Britiſh ſtage. 30 
„We aſk for jultice, for indulgence ſue; 
Our laſt belt licenſe mult proceed from you.“ 32 


PROLOGUE 


TO THE MASK OF BRITANNIA, 


Spoken by Mr. Garrick *, 1755, in the character of a 
ſailor fuddled, and talking to himſelf. 
He ENTERS. inn, 
How pleaſant a ſailor's life paſſes * 
Werk, if thou art, my boy, a little mellow, 
A ſailor, half-feas 0'er—1s a pretty fellow. 
What cheer, ho! Do | carry too much ſail ? 
To the Pit, 
No tight and trim l ſcud before the gale 
[He ſtaggers forward, then flops. 
But ſoftly tho? ; the veſſel ſeems to heel: 5 
teddy, my boy—ſhe muſt not ſhew her keel. 
And now, thus ballaſted—what courſe to ſteer ? 
Shall ] again to ſea—and bang Mounſeer ? 
* Some of the lines too werg written by him. 
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Or ſtay on ſhore, and toy with Sal and Sue 

Doſt love em, Boy? — By this right hand I do. 10 
A well-rigg'd girl is ſurely moſt inviting; 

here 's nothing better,faith—ſave flip and fighting: 
For ſhall we ſons of beef and freedom ſtoop, 

Or lower our flag to ſlavery and ſoop ? 


What! ſhall theſe Parlyvous make ſuch a racket, 15 


And we not lend a hand to lace their jacket ? 
Still ſhall Old England be your Frenchman's butt ? 
Whenc'er he ſhuffles we ſhould always cut. 
l to 'em, faith—Avaſt—before go 
Have I not promis'd Sal to ſee the ſhow ? 20 
[Pulls out a play-bill, 
From this ſame paper we ſhall underſtand 
What work 's to-night—l read your printed hand! 
But, firſt refreſh a bit for faith I need it 
II take one ſugar-plum—and then III read it. 
[ Tales ſome tobacco, 
Heread's the play-billof Zara, whichwwas acledtbut evening. 
Alt the The-atre-Royal— Drury-Zano—roill be preſen- 
ta-ied a tragedy called 
SARAH. 
'm glad 't is Sarah Then our Sal may ſce 23 
Her nameſake's tragedy; and as for me, 
' fleep as found as if I were at ſea. 
To which Twill be added. a new Maſe. 
Zounds! why a Maſk ? We ſailors hate grimaces : 
Above-board all, we ſcorn to hide cur faces, 
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But what is here, ſo very large and plain ? 30 

Bri-ta-ma—oh, Britania !—good again 

Huzza, Boys! by the Royal George I ſwear, 

Tom Coxen and the crew ſhall ſtraight be there. 

All free-born ſouls muſt take Bri-ta-nia's part, 34 

And give her three round cheers with hand and heart! 
[ Going off, be flops. 

| wiſh you landmen, tho', would leave your tricks, 

Your factions, parties, and damn'd politics; 

And, like us honeſt tars, drink, fight, and ſing, 

True to yourſelves, your country, and your king. 39 


EPILOGUE TO THE BROTHERS. 


A TRAGEDY BY DR. YOUNG, 


To woman, ſure, the moſt ſevere affliction 

Is from theſe fellows pointblank contradiction. 

Our Bard, without wiſh he would appear 

Ud! I would give it him—but you ſhall hear— 
Good Sir! quoth F—and curtſey'd as I ſpoke— 5 

Our pit, you know, expects and loves a joke—— 

'Twere fit to humour them; for, right or wrong, 

True Britons never like the ſame thing long. 

To-day is fair—they ſtrut, huff, ſwear, harangue— 

To-morrow is foul—they ſneak aſide, and hang. 10 

Is there a war—Peace! peace! is all their cry : 

The peace is made- then, blood! they Il fight anddie, 


— — 
S 


— 


— i 2 — 22 


* — 


200 EFILOGUE, 


Gallants! in talking thus I meant no treaſon ; 
I would have brought, you ſee, the man to reaſon; 
But with ſome folks 't is labour loſt to ſtrive: 15 
A reas' ning mule will neither lead nor drive. 
He humm'dandha'd; then, waking from his dream, 
Cry'd, I muſt preach to you his moral ſcheme. 
A ſcheme, forſooth ! to beneſit the nation 
Some queer odd whim of pious propagation *! 20 
Lord! talk ſo here the man muſt be a widgeon— 
Drury may propagate— but not Religion. 
Yet, after all, to give the devil his due, 
Our Author's ſcheme, tho' ſtrange, is wholly new. 
Well, ſhall the novelty then recommend it ? 25 
If not from liking, from caprice befriend it. 
For drums and routs make him a while your paſſion, 
A little while let Virtue be the faſhion ; 
And, ſpite of real or imagin'd blunders, 
Ev'n let him live nine days, like other wonders. 30 
The profits ariſing from this play were intended to be 


given by the Author to the Society for propagating Chrutian 
Knowledge. 
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